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CHAPTER  I 

THE  COMPANY   FACTORY 

The  Mansion  House  stands  like  a  great  rock 
m  the  flood  tide  of  London,  and  the  surge  of 
humanity  beats  upon  it  in  vain. 

Mr   Percy  Thawne    got    down    from    his 
omnibus    at    the    corner    by   the    Bank    of 
i-ngland,   and   crossed   the   wide  pavements 
b  tween  an  avenue  of  silent   traffic   waiting 
for   the   fall   of    the    policeman's    imperious 
hand.     He    stopped    at    the    police    -station 
under  the  steps  of  the   Mansion  House  and 
read  the  notices  displayed  there  in  a  leisurely 
manner ;  then  he  looked  at  his  watch,  a  slim 
and  dapper  little   engine,  not  much   thicker 
than   a  five-shilling    piece,    secured    to  his 
person   by  a  neat  chain   of  aluminium  and 
gold— quite  the  newest  sort  of  chain. 
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It    was    nearly    eleven    o'clock    in     the 
morning. 

The  young  gentleman  was  tall  and  slim. 
His  eyes  were  clear  and  candid,  his  clean- 
shaven face  well  cut  and  with  a  certain 
genial  serenity  which  happy  youth  can  give 
to  a  man  who  has  learnt  the  great  secret  of 
thoroughly  enjoying  life  but  not  enjoying  it 
too  much.  He  appeared  to  be  about  twenty- 
eight  or  nine  years  of  age. 

In  the  City  of  London  the  observer  may 
notice  three  distinct  types  of  young  men 
moving  through  the  swirl  of  the  streets, 
entering  or  leaving  the  great  banks  and 
business  houses.  These  three  types  or 
species  may  be  infinitely  sub-divided,  but 
they  are  primarily  important  and  generic. 

There  is  the  clerk  or  business  man  who 
is  obviously  unprosperous,  the  sort  of  man 
whose  shirt,  or  at  least  the  visible  parts  of 
it,  takes  to  pieces  in  sections  like  a  puzzle, 
and  can  be  renovated  cuff  by  cuff— so  to 
speak— without  disturbing  the  foundation— 
the  shirt  proper.  The  silk  hat  of  this  young 
man  is  brushed  well,  but  not  often  ironed. 
His  collar  is  not  in  the  mode,  his  tie  is  of  a 
certain  dingy  utility,  and  betrays  little  or  no 
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joy  in  life.  Such  a  one  is  a  member  of  the 
vast  army  of  men-machines  who  can  be  hired 
for  about  thirty  shillings  a  week.  An  ad- 
vertisement in  a  daily  paper  will  produce  a 
thousand  of  him  within  two  hours  of  its 
appearance,  and  each  unit  of  the  thousand 
looks  as  :f  he  were  related  to  the  next. 

The  second  type  of  wayfarer  in  the  business 
hive    .8    very   different.      His    boots    shine 
bnlhantly,  and  are  often  of  patent  leather 
with  kid  tops.     His  frock-coat  is  cut  with  a 
certam   rakishness  of  which   a    smart    City 
tailor  seems  to  have  the  secret.     His  neck-tie 
carries  a  pin,  and  there  is  a  general  glossy 
blatancy  about  him  which   is  as  loud  and 
obvious  as  a  piUar-boz   for  letters.     As  the 
first  type  is  pillar  and  patron  of  the  aerated 
bread    shop,    so    the    second    is    supporter 
and   mainstay   of  the   West-End   musie-hall 
and   bar.     It   was,    moreover,   from   a  close 
observation   of  the  second   type  that  some 
phrase-monger  must  have   been  delivered  of 
the  word  "Bounder."    That  is  the  first  and 
last  word  to  be  said  on  the  subject 

The  last  type  is  much  less  common  than 
the  other  two,  though  it  nevertheless  consists 
in  considerable  numbers.     The  members  of  it 
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are  always   very  well  dressed,   but  dressed 
like  any  gentleman  in  Piccadilly  or  Pall  Mall. 
Though   commerce  claims  them   during  the 
day,  and  the  pleasant  haunts   of  the   West 
End  know  them  not,  yet  they  would  not  be 
out  of  place  there,  and  they  do  not  buy  their 
clothes  east  of  Trafalgar   Square.      To   this 
class  belong  the  publicschool  and  university 
men   who  enter  their  father's  business,  the 
greai  mass  of  young   fellows,  well-bred   and 
well  Sorn,  whom  inclination  or  circumstance 
have  tjrown  into  a  City  life. 

And    to    this    class    belonged    Mr  Percy 
Thawne.     The   young  gentleman   looked   at 
his  watch  with   a  cool,  reflective  smile.     It 
pleased   him   to   think  that    there    was    no 
immediate  hurry  for  him  to  reach  his  office, 
that  he  was  not  tied  down  to  a  definite  hour 
for  appearance  there,   and  was  in  a  sense  his 
own  master.     The  morning  was  brilliant  with 
sun  ;  peripatetic  hawkers  of  fruit  promenaded 
the  side-streets ;   men  stood  on  the  edges  of 
the  pavements  offering  penny  palm-leaf  fans 
for  sale.     Percy  Thawne  was  struck  with  an 
idea !     A  glass  of  iced  punch,   he  thought, 
would  be  just  the  thing  to  help  him  through 
the  coming  labours  of  the  day— a  glass  of 
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Birch's  famous  iced  punch.  He  entered  the 
odd  little  shop,  one  of  the  landmarks  of  the 
City,  by  the  Royal  Exchange.  Here  he  met 
one  or  two  friends  who,  like  himself,  were 
spending  an  idle  hour,  and  enjoying  their 
idleness  the  more  by  its  contrast  with  the 
humming  life  of  the  wide  streets  outside.  It 
was  approaching  midday  when  Mr  Thawne 
bought  a  gardenia  from  a  flower-girl  who 
stood  on  the  curb  outside  the  offices  of 
Rothschild's,  and  strolled  towards  the  scene 
of  his  labours. 

The  offices  of  Slygne  &  Co.  were  situated  on 
the  west  side  of  a  narrow  street  not  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  from  the  Mansion  House. 

Burdett  Street   connected   two   thorough- 
fares,  but  it   was   too   narrow   for  ordinary 
traffic.       Only    an    occasional    hansom    cab 
rattled  over   the   macadam,   on   its  way   to 
Cannon  Street  Station,  and  none  of  the  great 
vans  of  Mincing  Lane  or  Tower  Street  were 
to   be    found    there.      The  street    was  not 
occupied  by  commercial  houses.     Not  a  single 
merchant  of  repute  had  his  offices  there ;  no 
established   business  had   chosen   it  for  its 
headquarters,   yet    every  floor    in    the   tall 
buildings  was  tenanted  ;  a  plate  with  a  more 
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or  less  important-sounding  name  was  fixed  to 
every  door.  Burdett  Street,  in  short,  was 
the  home  of  the  company  promoter.  The 
great  financiers  who  dealt  in  millions  did  not 
conduct  their  operations  there,  but  the 
smaller  fry  found  it  congenial  and  convenient. 
Here  might  be  found  a  score  of  astute  in- 
dividuals, quite  well  known  in  the  City,  all 
of  whom  managed  to  extract  two  or  three 
thousands  a  year  from  the  public  pockets, 
any  one  of  whom  might  at  any  time  succeed 
in  pulling  off  a  coup  which  \vould  take  him 
to  Park  Lane— though  frequently  only  en 
route  to  Dartmoor. 

The  entranc  to  Slygne  &  Co.'s  office  was 
by  a  double  swing  door,  which  bore  the  name 
in  black  letters  let  in  to  a  zinc  plate.  A 
flight  of  narrow  st-'irs,  with  worn  leaden 
treads  upon  them,  went  up  to  the  clerks' 
office,  a  large  room  upon  the  first  floor,  which 
led  to  the  secretarial  department.  Immedi- 
ately overhead  were  the  three  private  rooms 
of  Mr  Horatio  Slygne  himself.  The  firm  drew 
its  name  from  its  head,  and  also  its  very 
existence.  It  was  what  is  known  in  the  City 
as  a  "one-man  show,"  and,  with  its  head 
removed,  would  have  immediately  ceased  to 
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exist.  The  business  was,  in  fact,  merely  the 
machinery  by  which  Mr  Slygne  raked  in 
money  for  his  own  personal  use  and  comfort. 
It  was  the  web  of  a  single  spider,  and  none 
other  had  part  nor  lot  in  it. 

At   No.    12   were   also    placed   the   head- 
quarters  of  three  joint-stock   companies,  as 
various  smaller  plates  on  which  were  painted 
the  words  "  registered  offices  "  showed.     Into 
all   these   concerns   Mr   Slygne   had  himself 
breathed  the  spark  of  life,  and  they  existed 
under  his  personal  supervision  and  manage- 
ment.      Moreover,    they    would    sink    into 
oblivion   only   at   his   word   or  owing  to   a 
lightning   stroke    from   the    great  cloud   of 
**  Limited  Liability  "  which  hung  over  Burdett 
Street,   and    gave    such    a    comforting   and 
friendly    obscurity    to    the    financiers    who 
practised  there. 

The  Mount  Pisa  Gold  Mine,  Limited,  now  in 
its  second  year  of  life,  had  been  launched  oflf  the 
rails  of  a  prospectus  that  sent  its  one  pound 
shares  up  to  three  and  a  half  ten  days  after 
flotation.  It  was  confidently  predicted  that 
before  long  this  mine  would  pay  its  proprietors 
one  hundred  per  cent.  Mr  Slygne  himself 
had  not  entirely  concurred  in  this  view.    ' '  My 
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friends,"  he  would  say  to  intending  investors 
who  called  at  the  office,  •'  are  over-confident, 
I  consider.  Optimism  is  all  very  well,  my 
dear  sir,  but  if  you  knew  City  affairs  as  well 
as  1  do,  you  would  agree  that  optimism  is  a 
dangerous  thing.  Yes,  I  quite  admit  that 
the  Financial  Bulletin  has  made  a  public 
pronouncement  on  the  subject  of  a  cent,  per 
cent,  return.  I  believe  the  editor,  whom,  by 
the  way,  I  do  not  know,  is  a  sound  critic  of 
mining  prospects.  But  I  am  a  cautious  man, 
my  dear  sir,  and  I  should  not  care  to  guar- 
antee or  even  hold  out  hopes  of  a  hundred 
per  cent,  profit.  Sixty  or  seventy  I  don*t 
say  no  to,  but  not  a  hundred  at  first."  Such 
a  frank  opinion  delivered  in  so  confidential 
a  maL  ler  had  its  effect.  The  prospective 
investor  became  an  actual  one,  and  on  his 
return  to  the  country  hinted  darkly  at  certain 
confidential  knov/ledge  which  he  alone  was 
privileged  to  share  with  "the  man  at  the 
helm  up  in  town." 

Although  the  prophecy  of  sixty  or  seventy 
per  cent,  had  not  yet  been  fully  realised — the 
company,  in  fact,  had  paid  no  dividends 
whatever  in  this  early  stage  of  its  life— Mr 
Slygne  was  still  managing  director,  and  his 
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well-proven  tongue  continually  soothed  im- 
patient shareholders  with  golden  promises  of 
wealth  to  come. 

The   Wild  West  Oil  Corporation,  on  the 
other  hand,  which  blazed  forth  upon  the  fin- 
ancial horizon  some  fourteen  months  after  the 
Mount  Pisa  Gold  Mine,  proved  to  be  a  very 
exceptional  affair,  and  much  more  worthy  of 
its  parentage.     Curiously  enough  only  a  few 
weeks  before  the  registration  of  the  company 
hundreds  of  the  smaller  provincial  journals 
had  contained  a  long  and  brightly-illustrated 
article     upon     the     fabulous     wealth,    the 
luxurious  yachts  and  mighty  palaces  of  Mr 
John  D.  Bockfeller  and  other  American  oil 
kings.    A  newspaper  syndicate,  situated  in  a 
Northern  county,  had  offered  stereo  plates  of 
this    article,    illustrations   included,    to    the 
editors  of  nearly  every  weekly  and  smaller 
daily  paper  in  Great  Britain,  and  with  un- 
accustomed  liberality   the    newspaper  made 
no  charge   for   the   plates.     A  general  idea 
was  born  in  many  a  sleepy  country  town  or 
remote    farming    centre    that    oil    was    the 
shortest   road   to   wealth   in  modern    times. 
Many    a    prosperous    farmer   as   he   walked 
among  his  fields  sighed   to   think   that   the 
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shares  of  the  wells  in  Baku  were  all  in  the 
hands  of  the  trust,  and  longed  to  see  the 
crystal-purple  fountain  of  wealth  burst  up 
in  his  quiet  English  wheat-fields. 

At    that   juncture   the  prospectus  of  the 
Wild     West     Oil     Corporation     made    its 
clamorous   appearance.      The  fabulous  riches 
which  were  at  this  company's  command  quite 
threw  the  Mount  Pisa  Gold  Mine  Company 
into   the  shade.      The  picture  upon  its  pro- 
spectus,  which  at  anyrate  bore  the  appear- 
ance of  being  an  actual  photograph,  showed 
volumes  of  oil   spouting    from    a    map    of 
Buffalo  Bill's  country  as  if  a  herd  of  gigantic 
whales  were  wallowing  there.     The  unresting 
public  rushed   to  subscribe  for  shares;   the 
capital    was    over   applied     for,   and    those 
fortunate   folk   who   had   obtained  an   allot- 
ment    had     the     supreme     satisfaction     of 
receiving   a  fifty  per  cent,    dividend   on  the 
first  half-year's  trading. 

About  that  time  a  brother  financier,  meeting 
Mr  Slygne  alighting  from  his  private  hansom 
in  Burdett  Street,  invited  him  to  lunch  at 
"Pimm's." 

"I  must  really  congratulate  you,  my  boy," 
he  had  said.    * '  It's  been  a  really  nice  thing  for 
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you,  and  it's  a  pity  you  won't  be  able  to  keep 
it  up  for  a  little  longer.  But  it  was  the 
prospectus  that  did  it.  Everyone  says  that. 
Indeed,  everyone  is  asking  who  does  your 
prospectuses  for  you.  There's  something 
about  all  of  'em,  the  style  more  than  the  facts, 
that  positively  makes  people's  mouths  water. 
I'd  give  a  hundred  down  to  know  -  ho  put 
those  touches  in  for  you,  my  boy  ! " 

"Offer  me  a  thousand,  old  chap,  and  I 
should  hand  it  you  back,"  Mr  Slygne  had 
said,  and  after  another  half  bottle  of  Georges 
Goulet  the  two  financiers  had  parted  in 
perfect  good-humour. 

Many  people  "in  the  know  "  had  wondered 
who  wrote  Mr  Slygne's  prospectuses  for  him, 
but  the  secret  was  well  kept,  and  in  time  it 
began  to  be  considered  as  valuable  as  the 
recipe  for  a  patent  pill. 

After  the  first  half-year  or  so,  however,  the 
Oil  Corporation  shares  dropped  most  un- 
accountably till  they  reached  but  a  few 
shillings.  Dividends  became  conspicuous  by 
their  absence.  People  rose  up,  spectre-like, 
in  Burdett  Street  who  were  heard  to  whisper 
that  the  fifty  per  cent,  had  come  out  of  the 
company's  original   capital,   and    that   there 
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had  never  been  any  profit  at  all.  But 
envy  has  as  many  tongues  as  rumour,  and 
Mr  Slygne  knew  more  than  one  way  of 
soothing  both  public  and  private 
conjecture. 

The    third    company   which    was    housed 
under  the  hospitable  roof  rented  by  Slygne 
&    Co.    was   a     very   different    affair.      Its 
prospectus    had    never    been    widely   circu- 
lated.      Indeed,     few    people     outside    the 
City  radius   had   ever   seen   that   document. 
Nevertheless  the   third  company   really  paid 
a  most  substantial  profit,  and  one  which  was 
now  steadily  growing.     This  profit,  however, 
went  into  Mr  Slygne's  pockets  continuously, 
f<r   though    "Limited"  the  company  was   a 
private   one,    and   it   would   have   puzzled  a 
Vidocq   to   traje   the  few  signatories  to  the 
Articles   of  Association  to   their   homes.     It 
will  be  recognised  as  an  econom  .  fact   that 
even     sharks — City   sharks — require   certain 
machinery   with     which     to     conduct    their 
operations.     Belonging — as    he  so   emphati- 
cally did — to  the  shark  industry,  Mr  Slygne 
had  long  pondered  over  this.     A  brilliant  idea 
had   come   to    him   while   engaged   in   these 
cogitations,  a  brilliant  and  most  simple  idea. 
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If  an  Asmodeus  could  have  followed  the 
financier's  trend  of  thought  at  this  time,  there 
would  have  been  little  doubt  but  that  he  would 
have  found  it  run  as  follows:  "Here  arc 
several  hundred  persons  all  round  me 
employed  m  getting  money  out  of  the  pockets 
of  Jhe  public  in  precisely  the  same  manner 
that  I  am  employed.  But  only  a  few  of 
these  gentlemen  conduct  the:-  operations 
with  the  same  success  that  I  do.  I  will 
therefore  keep  them  in  their  game  for  a 
substantial  consideration." 

The  Yotimj  Companies'  Propagation 
Syndicate,  Limited,  promptly  made  its 
appearance.  It  was  almost  a  philanthropic 
effort  in  the  fields  of  finance.  It  was,  in  fact, 
simply  a  concern  for  buying  up  plots  of 
land  in  obscure  parts  of  the  globe  at  cheap 
rates.  These  plots  were  then  sold  to 
companies,  corporations,  and  persons  desirous 
of  wealth,  immediate  and  great. 

It  frequently  happened,  almost  invariably, 
that  some  valuable  metal,  rubber,  or  other 
commercial  commodity  was  afterwards 
discovered  on  these  estates.  But  that  was 
not  Mr  Slygne's  affair.  He  sold  the  land  and 
other    people    discovered   his    generosity    in 
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parting  with  prospective  riches.  On  such 
discovery  they  naturally  hastened  to  take  the 
public  into  their  confidence. 

The  Young  Companies'  Propagation 
Syndiccte  had  therefore  become  a  really  well- 
to-do  concern.  It  also  afforded  its  promoter 
opportunities  for  occasional  foreign  trips, 
which  not  only  increased  that  gentleman's 
alrej^dy  wide  knowledge  of  men  and  things 
but  were  of  great  benefit  to  his  general  health. 

And  in  a  few  months  all  Burdett  Street 
recognised  that  here  was  genius  indeed,  and 
when  it  wished  to  float  a  copper  mine  it 
came  to  Mr  Slygne  for  a  few  acres  of  likely 
land  in  Spain. 

xo  the  layman  in  matters  of  finance  it 
would  naturally  occur  that  the  secretaryship 
of  any  one  of  these  companies  was  a  position 
of  great  emolument  and  considerable  import- 
ance in  the  City  of  London.  Such  a  post 
would  require— so  his  thoughts  would  run— 
a  man  of  vast  experience  and  assured  position. 
Nevertheless  the  secretaryship  of  all  three 
companies  was  held  by  a  single  individual, 
in  short,  by  Mr  Percy  Thawne,  the  nice- 
looking  young  gentleman  with  a  penchant 
for  iced  punch. 
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And  another  still  more  startling  fact  was 
that  Mr  Thawne  had  only  entered  the  oflSces 
of  Slygne  &  Co.,  as  an  articled  clerk,  eighteen 
months  before  he  was  advanced  to  the 
dignities  he  held  on  the  summer  morning  in 
which  this  chapter  opens. 

Mrs  Thawne,  Percy's  mother,  lived  in  West 
Kensington  upon  her  pension  as  the  widow  of 
a  general  officer  in  the  army,  and  a  couple  of 
hundred  pounds  of  her  own. 

The  lady  went  into  decent  society,  for  age 
had  not  robbed  her  of  a  real  love  of  human 
event  and  a  light-hearted  capacity  for 
pleasure.  Mrs  Thawne  had  met  Mr  Slygne 
at  the  house  of  a  mutual  friend  in  Portland 
Place.  At  the  time,  it  happened  that  she 
had  two  hundred  guineas  for  investment,  and 
knowing  Mr  Slygne  to  be  a  good  business 
man,  she  asked  his  advice  about  the  disposal 
of  the  sum. 

Learning  in  the  course  of  conversation  that 
Mrs  Thawne  also  had  a  son,  who  since  leaving 
Oxford  had  made  no  more  definite  start  in 
life  than  the  winning  of  an  amateur  racquet 
championship  at  Queen's  Club,  Mr  Slygne, 
who  was  rather  short  of  clerks  just  then, 
oflPered   to  give   Percy  a  thorough   business 
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training    in    return    for    his    mother's    two 
hundred  guineas.     This,  as  he  was  careful  to 
explain,  would  produce  much  more  satisfying 
results  than  the  very  best  of  market  selections 
could  do  for  such  a  small  sum.     With  the 
training  that  Mr   Slygne   was  so  eminently 
able   to   afford   him,    the    young  gentleman 
would  undoubtedly  be  able  to  make  his  own 
fortune— and  that  of  his  mother  as  well— in  a 
very  few  months  after  the  expiration  of  his 
articles.     The  transaction  was  concluded  with 
mutual  congratulations,   and  Percy  Thawne 
became  a  business  man. 

He  was  an  intelligent  youth  and  had 
imagination.  In  a  very  short  time  he  began 
to  acquire  a  stock  of  most  invaluable  business 
knowledge.  Youth  is  plastic,  and  the 
morality  of  the  business  life  to  which  he  was 
introduced  did  not  trouble  him  much.  To 
pick  a  pocket  with  one's  fingers  was  of  course 
a  blackguard  thing.  But  to  pick  a  thousand 
pockets  with  a  prospectus  did  not  occur  to 
him  as  that.  Morals  are,  after  all,  something 
dictated  by  environment.  Climate  alters 
them,  every  society  has  had  and  will  have  its 
own. 

In  1700  gentlemen  constantly  got  drunk, 
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in  1900  they  didn't,  autre  temps  mitre 
mceurs!  And  in  the  City  the  young  man 
found  the  shark  an  ordinary  and  popular 
fish,  a  fascinating  fish  sometimes,  a  fish  with 
commendable  domestic  habits  and  inclinations 
towards  churchwardenships.  Company  pro- 
moting was  recognised.  It  was  legitimate 
enough.  Everything  preyed  on  everything 
else  throughout  life,  every  time  Percy  had  a 
beef-steak  for  lunch  some  great  steer  must 
die.  And  who  was  he  to  question  a  great 
fact,  after  all  ? 

A  far  more  rigid  temperament  than  his 
would  have  been  lulled  to  sleep  by 
such  specious  arguments.  Now  and  then, 
certainly,  the  disgrace  and  punishment  of  a 
very  big  shark,  a  Balfour  in  finance,  would 
send  an  uneasy  ripple  over  the  financial  pools 
of  Burdett  Street.  But  these  soon  died 
away,  the  surfaces  became  calm,  all  went  on 
steadily  and  happily  as  before. 

So  Percy  Thawne  entered  easily  into  his 
new  life  with  high  hopes  for  the  future,  when 
he  also  would  become  a  full-grown  shark. 
He  watched  the  process  by  which  "Good 
Things"  are  picked  up  and  placed  on  the 
stock  markets.     He  learned  the  real  value  of 
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"Expert  Opinions."    He  lost  faith  in  "Our 
Manager  at   the   Mine";   he   came   to  read 
prospectuses    with    insight.      As    a   natural 
consequence  of  superior  knowledge  hia  respect 
for  the  general  public  intelligence  fell  con- 
siderablj  while  for  Mr  Slygne  and  gentlemen 
ot  that  kidney  his  respect  rose  proportionately : 
and  from  Mr  Slygne  himself  the  secretary 
took  lessons  in  the  art  of  palliative  elocution 
until  he  had  greatly  advanced  in  the  subtle 
arts   of  proving  that  black,   if  not  exactly 
white,  was  at  all  events  a  delicate  shade  of 
magenta. 

He  grew  familiar  with   that   distrust  the 
shark  has  for  his  brother  sharks,   a  mutual 
attitude  which  forbids  that  even  the  division 
of   spoil    in    Burdett    Street    shall    be    an 
altogether  amicable  ceremony.     And  he  had 
early  learnt  the  true   significance   of  certain 
words  m  use  in  City  circles,  words  which  have 
an   altogether  different   meaning  elsewhere. 
He  knew  to  a  hairs-breadth  the  narrow  line 
between  "right"  and   "wrong,"  "fair"  and 
^  unfair,    "reasonable"  and  "unreasonable" 
exceptional"     and      "splendid,"     "clever 
man"  and  "knifer." 

Percy's   salary   as  secretary   to   the   three 
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companies  was  twenty  pounds  a  month. 
Before  his  arrival  in  Burdett  Street  each 
company  had  boasted  its  own  secretary  and 
each  one  of  them  had  enjoyed  an  emolument 
equal  to  Thawne's.  Mr  Slygne  was  clearly 
justified— in  the  interests  of  the  share- 
holders—in appointing  Percy  to  the  posts  at 
a  sa-'Tig  of  four  hundred  and  eighty  pounds 
a  year.  It  was  such  economies,  used  to 
supplement  his  larger  coups,  that  carried  Mr 
Slygne  so  successfully  through  life  and 
preserved  for  the  City  one  of  its  rising  stars. 


I.    I 


CHAPTER  II 

MR  HORi'Io  SLYGNE  AT  WORK 

f^Tll^''^^^  """""^  *«  secretarial  room 
took  off  h.3  hat,  put  on  a  short  jacket,  lit  a 
cigarette,   and   sat    down.      The   room   was 
comfortably  furnished  and  neatly  kept       A 
good    carpet,     brick-red    and    peacock-blue, 
covered    the    floor,     the    morocco  -  covered 
writmg-table  was  massive  and  expensive,  the 
chMrs   were   padded    with    crimson   leather. 
There   was   not,   it   is    true,    any   particular 
evidence  of  activity  there.     Few  papers  lay 
about  invitmg  work,  there  was  none  of  the 
m,scellaneous  litter  of  an  ordinary  business 
room.      But    it    was    eminently    solid    and 
espectaMe,  whUe  the  richly-framed  pictures 
of  the  Mount  Ptsa  Gold  Mine  which  hung 
upon  the  wall-showing  an  army  excvatinf 
a  mountainous  range-were  in  themselves  an 
artistic  joy  and  an  industrial  curiosity. 

'Thank  Heaven,"  Percy  said   to   himself 

20 
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as  he  lit  his  cigarette,  "  Thank  Heaver  that 
I  have  got  such  a  sensible  sort  of  business 
here ;  no  silly  restrictions  as  to  non-smoking, 
and  regular  hours,  and  no  bending  over 
ledgers  all  day  long.  Really,  company 
promoting  is  the  only  gentlemanly  thing  left 
to  do  in  the  City." 

He  opened  a  drawer.  From  it  he  took  a 
newspaper  which  appeared  to  blush  for  its 
own  contents,  so  vividly  pink  it  was,  and 
began  to  study  the  betting  quotations  for 
the  Derby.  Percy  did  not  gamble,  a  sovereign 
two  or  three  times  a  year  was  the  extent  of 
his  "turf  investments,"  but  the  young  gentle- 
man's tastes  were  catholic,  and  he  considered 
it  his  duty  to  know  all  that  was  going 
on. 

Suddenly  the  door  opened  and  Mr  Slygne 
himself  entered.  The  financier  had  just 
arrived  at  the  office. 

Mr  Slygne  was  of  middle  height  and  wore 
a  neatly-trimmed  yellow  beard,  torpedo  shape 
like  a  naval  officer.  His  nose  was  straight, 
his  blue  eyes  clear  and  candid.  He  was 
dressed  in  a  light-grey  frock-coat  and  wore 
an  orchid  in  his  button-hole.  When  he  spoke 
his  voice  was  cultured,  essentially  a  well-bred 
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content  that  was  pleasant  to  hear. 

not?,°l""r'"«;.'^'"'^''*'"^"''"pi«"'«*'»tl7. 
not  w  the  least  disturbed  by  the  occupation 

fu   day,  Percy,  my  boy.     Don't  be  out  about 
fo,^  please,  as  I  shall  want  to  see  you  then  " 
With  a  kind  nod  and  smUe  Mr  Slygne  left 
Percys  room  and  went  to  his  own. 

other"  IZr   """'  ^^'^«  P''"^^  ''"'"  *te 
other.     There   were   one    or   two   handsome 

bronzes  on  pedestals  in  the  comer ;  a  copp" 

»«n       I  Tir^^  3"lphnr.coloured  rosL" 

manj  of  Mr  Slygne's  visitors  were  ladies- 

tood   upon   the   table.     At  one  end   o7  he 

oak.     Had  it  not   been  where  it  was   most 

ff b?°"'d  ^^™''--tingly  proird 

mg  but  a  directory  or  two,  some  time-tables 
and  a  clothes-brush.  Had  the  cupboards 
beneath  been  opened,  however,  it  woufd  have 
been  seen  that  the  proper  function  of  the 
arMe  was  fulfilled.     Cigars   flanked  severa 

men  Vli    "'T'  ""''  ^"-  ^''"^  ^  -8^ 
ment  of  shining  glasses  was  drawn  up  cl<L 
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Mr  Slygne  sat  down  at  his  desk  and  un- 
locked several  drawers.     He  took  a  mass  of 
papers  from  them  and  bent  himself  to  work. 
His  face    seemed    keener    and    older.     The 
genial  smile   which    lurked    on   it  was   not 
apparent  now.     Concentration  was  in  every 
line  of  the  alert  figure.     For  nearly  an  hour 
the  financier  was  engrossed  in  his  calculations. 
At  the  end  of  that  time  his  attitude  relaxed, 
he  breathed  a  sigh  of  satisfaction  as  if  some 
difficulty  had  been  conquered. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  low  whistle  from  the 
mouth  of  a  speaking-tube  which  lay  upon  the 
desk.  Mr  Slygne  held  it  to  his  ear  and 
frowned  angrily.  Then  he  spoke  into  the 
little  vulcanite  trumpet.  "  Keep  Mrs  Cragge 
waiting  for  fifteen  minutes,"  he  said,  "and 
then  show  her  in." 

He  got  up,  put  away  the  papers  he  had 
been  engaged  upon,  substituted  others  for 
them,  a:d  sat  down  again.  His  face  now 
wore  a  placid  and  kindly  smile,  as  he  blew 
into  the  tube  and  summoned  his  visitor. 

A  clerk  opened  the  door  and  a  stout, 
middle-aged  lady,  in  black  and  mauve,  burst 
angrily  into  t  je  room. 

Mr  Slygne  squared  his  shoulders  and  waited. 
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rein   ST  '""'   ^^^'^  '°   ">«  f-'oe  by 
reason    of    her    passion      H«t.    «  "'^ 

was  thoroughl/ro3         "'  ''"°"°''-     «■•« 
"Two  years  ago,"  she  stammered  waving 

to  light  a  sheet  of  LeT  ^'  Y?*  f  ^"T°^ 
and   you  sav  •— «  /    !  ,      '  ^^'^^  '*  ^s, 

/uu  say.— y    cannot   do    better  thr,>^ 

&e    hefore     th.       T!!^"^*     ^'^^-^  ^^^cem  will 

dividends  will    it    T  *' T"^»«<^-      The 

'Ae^ce  0/  the  share,  Zthe  ^rT"'"^  '" 

y   y«  reasonably    anticipated'      Ti,-      ■ 
what  you  told  m/t„,«    >-'yarea.       This    is 

then  I  have  not  Z.^   A  ^"^"'  "«"'  ""■^  «'°«e 

And  now  the    hare         ""  "'^''  '^''''^'"'*- 
broker  teli?  m^    LTf  f  ^''"'^  -^ 

^*   in    His    opinion,   the 
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company   will     shortly   go   into   liquidation. 
And  then,  sir,  then,  where  shall  I  be  ?  " 

The  lady  burst  into  tears  as  she  finished 
speaking,  but  her  action  had  not  much  visible 
effect  upon  Slygne.  He  never  turned  a  hair, 
but,  stretching  out  his  hand,  took  the  letter 
which  she  held,  and  ran  his  eye  over  it.  Then 
he  smiled,  almost  compassionately,  and  let 
the  sheet  fall  upon  the  table  between  them. 

"I  am  sorry  about  that  letter,"  he    began 
in  a  strong,  quiet  voice,  the  voice  of  a  doctor 
soothing  a   hysterical  patient.      "You  will 
notice,  however,  that  the   wording  is—'  We 
cannot  do  better  than  advise,'  and  that  it  is 
signed  by  a  gentleman  named  John  Jones 
Now  Mr  John  Jones  "-the  financier's  voice 
became  dreamy  as  he  thus  spoke  of  the  past 
—■'•was  at  that  time  secretary-designate  of 
the  Mount  Pisa  Gold  Mine,  and  I  fear  that 
his  ardent  temperament  must  have  impelled 
him  to  write  you  this  letter.     Do  not  mis- 
understand me.  I  have  as  much  faith  in  the 
company  to^ay  as  I  had  two  years  ago,  but 
1  disagree,  on  principle,  with  the  writing  of 
such  letters."  ^ 

"Send  for  Jones!"   gasped   Mrs   Cragge 
gazing  expectantly  roun-:  the  room. 
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of  &£  '"'''  """''  •"  '''<'  '^•-«- 
'!  ^  '''°*'"'.''  •■«  replied.  "  that  what  you  ask  is 

Jeft  this  office     A  too  ardent  temperament 
trintsint"'''"'^-'-'^P--^->' 
few^Snf  *'''"*'°^■'-'"--^o- 
nn..7^^'        .  °'  «"■  "'°  *■">  details  of  this 
qoestion    and  see  if  we  cannot  clear  awav 

Tt,l    ^°"  '^''"'"^-    ^°"  brokers  think 
puld  his'^r"^  "  «"'"«  ^'-"  Sl7gne 

"Liquidation  ! "  moaned  Mrs  Cragge. 
Slygne  laughed  pleasantly. 

iike  that  immensely.     By-the-bye,  who  are 
your  brokers  ?  " 

"Slamme&Datchit." 

He  made  a  note  of  the  name. 
"  And  yon  believe  them  »  " 
"  Ye-es." 

"Of  course,  of  course :  every  lady  believes 
what  she  hears  in  the  City,  esJeciaUy  tf  t  Is 
wrong.     Now  I  am  the  managing  ditlr  ^J 
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the  Mount  Pisa  Gold  Mine,  and  the  registered 

proprietor   of  two   thousand    shares."      (He 

did  not  mention  that  the  company  had  given 

him  these  shares  as  remuneration  for  services 

which  had  been,  or  were  to  be,  rendered.) 

Mrs    Cragge    looked     up    with     rounded 
eyes. 

"Oh  I  "she  said. 

/'And  I  will  tell  you,"  went  on  Slygne— 
"  m  the  strictest  confidence  of  course—that 
there  is  about  as  much  chance  of  the  company 
being  wound  up,  as  there  is  of  my  flying  to 
the  moon."  "^     ^    e 

"Oh,"  said  Mrs  Cragge  again.  "But 
then  why  have  you  not  paid  a  dividend 
yet  ? 

Slygne  shrugged  his  shoulders  good- 
temperedly. 

"Rome  was  not  built  in  a  day,  my  dear 
madam,  nor  will  you  and  I  make  our  for- 
tunes m  a  couple  of  years.  In  order  to 
work  a  company  of  this  kind,  with  any 
hope  of  success,  it  is  necessary  to  be  very 
patient  whilst  the  preliminaries  are  being 
settled."  ^ 

"  But  two  years,  sir.     Surely—" 

"Not  at  all,  my  dear  madam,  not  at  all 
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remember  how  I   toW  you  .1  n  beforehand. 
Good-day,  and  should  you  e.er  be  doirr  any- 
thing  on  the  stock  markets,  cor^e  to  me,  and 
I  will  give  you  an  introduction   to  my  own 
brokers,  first-class  men  of  business  who  know 
a  good  thing  when  they  see  it,  and  would  not 
sell   yon   a    Mount   Pisa   share    to-day   for 
thirty  shillings-not    for    thirty    shillings! 
Good-bye ;   good-bye.     It  is  not  a  troubte  ! 
It   has  been   a  pleasure,   I  assure   you-but 
don  t   tell   everyone  you  meet  about  Mount 
i'ms.     One  cannot  be  t«o  cautious  in  such 
a   case,  believe   me.     Thomas !     Show  Mrs 
l^ragge  downstairs." 

Mrs  Cragge  departing  in  this  fashion,  Mr 
Slygne  settled  down  before  his  table,  and 
began  scribbling  little  rows  of  figures  upon 
little  scraps  of  waste-paper.  Mrs  Cracrge's 
entrance  had  disturbed  him  in  the  working 
out  of  an  important  financial  scheme,  but 
now  he  resumed  the  labour,  banishing  from 
hw  mind,  with  one  effort,  all  further  thoucrht 
about  the   lady   and  her  ambitious.     When 

fhat  Mr  Slygne  was  "a  true  man  of 
ousi^ess  they  stated  nothing  more  than 
the  literal  fact.     The  financier  never  allowed 
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more  than  one  thing  to  occupy  kis  mind  at 
the  same  time. 

Mr  Slygne's  mind  was  indeed  a  wonderful 
meehanism.  The  psychologist  would  find 
in  .t  traces  of  the  legal,  the  philosophical  and 
somefmes  even  the  ecclesiastic  temperament. 
The  rap,d,ty  with  which  the  financier  could 
recogMse  the  nghts  and  wrongs  of  a  case  was 

dear  to  h,m  and  but  served  as  a  philosophical 
foundation  for  future  reasoning.  And  if  ever 
m  such  a  transaction  Mr  Slygne  had  lost  so 
smal  a  sum  as  a  five-pound  note  he  was  able 
to  tell  you  who  was  the  knave  in  the  affair 
and  why  he  himself  had  been  outdone 

Inversely    if  he  was   the  gainer  and  the 
other  man  the  loser,  he   was  unhesitatingly 
able  to  show  what  his  true  intentions  and 
mo  ives   were.      In   fact,  humbug,  half  sus- 
pected,  became  almost  complete  philanthropy 
and  betrayed  a  tinge  of  the  last  in  the  list  of 
temperaments.     Such   is   the   business  mind 
which  in  some  way  has  powers  superior  to 
any  other,   and  makes   «'  business "  rise  far 
above  any  profession   which   the   world   has 
ever,  or  can  ever,  hope  to  know 
Mr  Slygne  was  still  deep  in  bis  calculations 
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when  a  clerk  knocked  at  the  door.  The 
financier  looked  np  sharply.  "  Well  ? "  he  said. 
"Please,  sir,  Professor  Pentique  is  in  the 
general  office,  and  wishes  to  see  you,  if  vou 
please."  ^ 

"  Show  him  up,"  said  Mr  Slygne. 
Certain  classes  of  people  in  the  City  were 
very    well    acquainted    with    the    name    of 
Professor  Pentique.      At    one    time  in   his 
career,  it  was  stated,  he  had  been  employed 
m  Edison's  work-shop  in  New  York  and  many 
inventions  were  known  to  have  originated  in 
his   bram.     Pentique,   however,  was   one   of 
those  richly-endowed  scientific  men  who  are 
more  frequently  to  be  found  in  the  purlieus  of 
tapel  Court  than  at  work  in  their  laboratories 
He  was  dways  in  the  City-indeed.  he  had  a 
small    office    in   Lime   Street-and   he  was 
the  mainspring  of  a  good   many  flotations 
which,  if  they  did   not  attract  very  much 
attention  in  London,  caused   many  eyes   to 
open  and  mouths  to  water  in  the  provinces. 

Ihe  Pentique  electric  loom  was  an  ac- 
complished fact,  though  Northern  cotton 
spinners  had  not  as  yet  purchased  it  in  any 
larsre  quantities.     It  was  known    ' 


largi 


Profess 


iors 


that  the 
new    aerial     ship    was    rapidly 


33 


SHARKS 


i:     ■    * 


! 


approaching   completion.      A    picture   of  i 
had  appeared  on   the    magazine  page   of  ; 
halfpenny   journal   and   it   was    confidentl] 
announced  that  the  problem   of  flying  wai 
nearer  solution  than  it  had  ever  been  before. 
And  then  the  personality  of  the  "  Professor ' 
-he  had  once  held  a  chair  of  physics  at  the 
Colorado  University  and  wrote  himself  Ph.D. 
—was  certainly    abnormal.     "  No    one "  sc 
.people  thought,  "  would  be  quite  like  that  ii 
he  were  not  a  genius.     He  was  of  continental 
Jewish  extraction,   plump  and   with   an  in- 
telligent, hairless  face.     There  was  something 
arresting  in  the  man's  ugliness  and  something 
powerful  also.     The  wolf  and  the  pig  .struggled 
for  mastery  in  his  face.     His  eyes  were  small 
and  brilliant,  shining  at  the  end  of  a  lane  of 
fat  like  stars  in  a  tunnel.     His  lips  were  very 
thick,  mobile,  and  expressive,  his  voice  harsh 
but  with  a  certain  force  and  weight  of  con- 
viction behind  it  which  had  more  efi-ect  upon 
wavering  minds  than  many  more  melodious 
organs. 

Professor  Pentique  entered  Mr  Slygne's 
private  room,  humming  like  a  hive  of  bees 
preparing  to  swarm.  He  ran  into  the  room 
with  his  head  upon  one  side,  his   eyes  half 
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closed  and  the  fingers  of  his  podgy  hands 
opening  and  shutting  spasmodically.  The 
inventor  had  been  endowed  with  a  nervous 
temperament  which  caused  him  to  wear  out 
as  much  adipose  tissue  in  a  day  as  a  normal 
man  does  in  three  weeks.  He  had  to  eat 
very  largely  to  make  up  for  it.  When  he 
was  excited  he  hummed,  when  he  was  angry 
he  buzzed,  purred,  and  spat  like  one  of  his 
own  dynamos.  And  when  he  was  not  angry 
he  was  always  excited,  and  when  angry, 
excitement  was  too  tame  and  colourless  a 
word  to  convey  a  hint  of  his  state  of  mind. 

It  may  be  noticed  that  a  very  nervous  and 
excitable  person  may  irritate  and  bore  some 
people,  but  hardly  anyone  ever  suspects  him. 
It  is  your  smooth  and  suave-mannered  man 
who  brings  suspicious  thoughts  to  the  brains 
|of  the  wide-awake  and  shrewd. 

To  his  clerks  Pentique  was  a  terror,  and, 
[had  he  lived  at  a  more  religious  epoch,  his 
name  would  certainly  have  figured  in  many  a 
young  man's  Sunday  Litany.  He  would 
jstamp,  and  swear,  and  bully,  and  rant,  in  a 
^ay  which  has  been  extinct  in  the  City  for 
pfty  years,  whenever  anything  went  wrong  in 
ihis  office.     And  if,  as  was  sometimes  the  case, 
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things  going  ?    What  have  you  decided  ?    It's 
time  we  came  to  a  definite  conclusion." 

Slygne  calmly  lit  a  cigar.  "  I've  just 
been  figuring  things  out  a  little,"  he  said, 
"  and  I'll  tell  you  the  conclusion  I've  come  to. 
I  calculate  that  the  capital  will  have  to  be 
two  million  sterling !  " 

There  was  a  silence  in  the  room  at 
that.  Pentique's  nervous  humming  stopped 
suddenly  and  for  some  seconds  his  figure  was 
quite  still.  Then  he  spoke,  in  a  slow,  quiet 
voice,  most  unusual  comi-ig  from  him.  The 
words  dropped  slowly  from  the  fat  lips  like 
gouts  of  treacle. 

"Is  not  that  a  great  deal  for  these  days, 
Slygne  ? " 

"  Of  course  it  is,  my  dear  fellow,"  Slygne 
answered.  "  Nobody  knows  that  better  than 
I  do,  you  may  be  sure.  It's  an  enormous 
sum.  But  you  must  remember  the  vast, 
the  universal  interest  involved  !  Don't  look 
at  it  from  our  point  of  view,  Pentique.  That 
is  fatal.  Of  course  then  two  million  pounds — 
which  I  have  every  confidence  we  shall  handle 
before  long — does  seem  an  enormous  sum. 
But  it  won't  seem  much  to  the  public  when 
we  remember  how  they  must  view  what  we 
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the  movenient  of  a  muscle  could  a  third 
person  have  detected  what  was  in  his  mind. 
Pentique  was  not  so  impassive.  His  features 
relaxed  into  a  hideous  grin  of  umusement 
like  a  pantomime  mask.  At  this,  for  one 
single  second,  the  lashes  of  Mr  Slygne's  left 
eye  descended  to  his  cheek  and  rose  again. 

"You  are  right!"  hummed  the  Jew. 
"You  are  right,  my  dear  boy,  as  you  always 
are.  Now  what  do  you  say  to  drinking  to 
the  success  of  the  comp  — to  the  two 
mUlions  ? " 

Mr  Slygne's  face  lit  up  for  a  moment  at  the 
ecstatic  admiration  of  Professor  Pentique— for 
we  all  have  our  little  weaknesses— and  then 
he  walked  briskly  to  the  sideboar  J  and  opened 
a  bottle  of  champagne. 

It  might  have  been  noticed  that  while  the 
nervous  temperament  of  the  scientist  seemed 
to  require  a  good  deal  of  the  wine,  the  more 
phlegmatic  financier  took  but  a  single  glass. 

"Yes,"  Slygne  said  at  length;  "I  think 
we  can  arrange  that  the  financial  parts  of  the 
scheme  shall  be  wholly  favourable.  It  is  the 
technical  ways  and  means  about  which  I  must 
have  a  clear  understanding  with  you." 

Mr    Slygne    leaned     back     in    his    chair, 
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operations  on   that    land    are    going  to  be 
safe/" 

He  hissed  the  word  at  Pentique,  and  the 
furrows  between  his  eyebrows  deepened 
suddenly.  "  If  they  will  not  be  safe ;  if  you 
cannot  wager  your  life  upon  their  safety ;  if 
you  have  the  slightest  shadow  of  doubt  about 
their  safety ;  then  tell  me  so,  here  and  now, 
before  it  is  too  late,  and  we  will  turn  our 
attention  to  something  else  from  this  moment 
onward." 

Pentique  rose  from  his  chair,  shaking  with 
excitement. 

"My  dear  boy,"  he  cried,  **I  am  certain 
— absolutely  certain — about  the  safety  of  my 
scheme.  How  in  the  world  could  you 
conceive  my  undertaking  such  a  risk  if  I  were 
not  certain  ?     It  would  be  madness ! " 

"It  would.  But  remember,  you  wouldn't 
be  the  first  man  whose  eyes  had  been  blinded 
to  the  possibility  of  accidents  through  his 
dream  of  wealth." 

"  I  swear  to  you,  Mr  Slygne,  that  it  is  safe. 
The  preliminary  secret  is  known  only  to  me 
and  my  amanuensis,  Herr  Blachen,  and  the 
working  will  be  in  our  hands  alone.  I  can,  of 
course,  however,  show  it  to  you  if  you  wish  ? 
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"  will  be  in  Somerset,  a  county,  as  I  daresay 
you  know,  in  the  south-west  of  England.  I 
have  a  brother  who  owns  an  estate  there,  on 
which  he  lives.  He  will  sell  me  a  few  acres 
of  land,  I  have  no  doubt,  since  the  price  does 
not  matter  much.  This,  I  think,  will  just 
suit  our  purpose,  because  the  West-Country 
people  are  very  placid  by  disposition,  and  so 
will  not  trouble  us  with  their  curiosity." 

"  It  would  be  well  to  negotiate  this  matter 
at  once,"  remarked  Pentique. 

"  True,  and  I  will  have  it  done  immediately. 
I  will  go  down  myself.  No,  but  I  cannot  do 
that  just  at  the  moment.  Let  me  see.  Ah, 
yes,  I  know.  I  will  send  down  my  secretary." 
He  unlocked  the  door,  touched  an  electric 
bell,  and  the  next  moment  a  young  man  stood 
before  them  who  seemed  to  appear  from  space, 
for  his  approach  had  been  inaudible,  and  he 
entered  the  room  without  knocking. 

olygne  regarded  him  with  a  pleasant  smile. 
"  Mr  Thawne,"  he  said,  "  Professor  Penti- 
que and  myself  are  engaged  upon  the  carry- 
ing out  of  a  financial  scheme  which  will 
prove  to  be  the  largest,  most  important  and 
most  lucrative  to  all  concerned  that  I  have 
ever  turned  my  attention  to.     I  tell  you  all 
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"""oected.  in  an  offic  al  can!   Z'"'^'''"*^'  l-e 
-7™-     ThesecretatSoAv''"^"- 

'«We.tiat  of  the  i^?"^"?'""'  '•"^ 
Wa«m  Syndicate.  WW  ^'"^«»'«'  ^''o- 
tbat  prospect,  eh  ? "  ^""^  'li'nk  of 

«u]pedtS^"'''''''«''^-Slittered,andhe 

"Such   Pluma    fta    +1,* 

easily  procured,  a^d  befor?^"'"''"''«  »«* 
^ay  of  earning  the  sum  r\    P"*  ^''-  «  'he 
naturally  e:.pect  you  tonm       '  "'«»«<»'ed,  I 
of  the  position.     You  Xr/""""*^' '""*V 
«"  order   to   carry  "uT         "'"''  *^«'''  *hat 
essential  that  we  L         °'"'   ^"I'e'ne,  it  is 

'«f  -  the  cou^Voflr  """'"  ^"""^'^  °f 
^«t  which  I  wish  you  to  n    f  •     ^'''^  '«  *te 

3^00  to  perform.     You  ,,jj] 


^:fv:^r'i 
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therefore  proceed  by  the  first  train  you  can 
catch  to-morrow  from  Paddington,  and  call 
upon  Mr  Ernest  Slygne  of  Whitleigh  Hall, 
Bridgwater,  who  is   my   brother.     You  will 
bear  a  letter  of  introduction  from  me,  and  by 
the  next  morning  I  shall  expect  you  to  have 
obtained  say  ten  acres  for  me  at  as  cheap  a 
price  as  possible.     I  do  not  know  much  about 
the  price  of  land,"  Slygne  continued  regret- 
fully, "but  I  do  know  that  my  brother  will 
try  and  charge  you   double  as  much  as  the 
land   is  worth  ;   and   that  is  precisely  what 
I  will  not  pay.     Please  be  quite  clear  on  that 
point!     Find   out   how  the  local  prices  run 
before   seeing  him,  therefore,  and  remember 
that   upon  the  success   of  this  business  de- 
pends  the    position   which    you    occupy   in 
regard   to   my  new   company.     If  you  give 
more  for  the  land   than  it  is  worth,  I  shall 
find  you  out,  remember,  for  I  shall  myself  be 
in  Somerset  before  long.     Now,  here  is  the 
letter,  and  then  you  can  be  oflF." 

The  great  man  traced  a  few  lines  upon  a 
sheet  of  notepaper,  which  he  put  into  an 
envelope.  Then,  having  scrawled  the  ad- 
dress, he  handed  the  note  to  Percy,  saying, 
as  he  did  so,— 
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"Don't    foTffet    fk  X 
ThawBe;  ,nd  be  baft  lr"**r^»%    i 

f^  da^  after  to-.o"ow  "  "  ''*  """«  ' 
fi^e  pounds,  no,  four  Z\^r  ^°"  ""'^  d» 
for  travelling  e^perear"'' *"■''*'--, 


CHAPTER  III 
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Percy  Thawne  left  the  office  that  evening, 
or  to  be  correct  that  afternoon  at  a  quarter 
past  four,  in  a  state  of  considerable  excite- 
ment. 

The  glittering  prospects  unfolded  by  his 
chief  had  fired  his  imagination  and  he  had 
visions  of  a  very  splendid  order  indeed. 

"  Already,"  he  reflected,  "  I  have  obtained  a 
position  in  which  the  salary  is  not  in- 
adequate, where  there  is  little  or  no  arduous 
work  and  which  is,  as  minor  City  posts  go, 
one  of  some  importance.  I'm  not  a  clerk  or 
any  sort  of  quill  driver.  I'm  not  ordered 
about  by  any  bounder  with  a  cockney  accent 
and  half  my  education.  I  am  secretary  to  three 
important  City  companies  —  and  practically 
my  own  master.  And  I'm  in  with  a  first-rate 
business  man  who  is  already  well-to-do  and 
about  to  make  a  fortune.     It's  hard  if  I  can't 
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pick  up  a  bit  while  he's  doing  so  I    Of 

1  don't  trnst  our  friend  n„  "?    °      "'  '^'^^ 

»   the  wind   nowr     F,^'    i^°nder  what's 
»poke  it  must  be  somS,        ^"  ?^  «'^«"« 

course  it  must  be  so2  t  "*'='•    ^^ 

I'vonderifit'stheflv  ^  f'"''^"  g*""*- 

hardly  think  0    tI!?"^  f""'^'"^-     ^  ='"'«« 
Horatio.      WeU  ?"'""'"«' '°° 'oo,  even  for 

time.     Anyl;i  tL7^°''  ^  '^''"  '^""'^  *" 
it  for  me.    KTI  •^°"'«  '°  ''^  """"^^  « 

IVegotaSriitf,    'tT'"*;'"^'''"'^ 
It's  ripping  weathlr  r      ?    °°    to-morrow. 

Alls  Z  vfitlS  ;i  I '  "'  "  ""*  "^"-"'^^ 

Percy   Thawne  lived    in 
old-fashioned  street^t  ?    "    ""''"^   ""d 
Embankment  fSltttr  '°^''  *°  '""^ 

he  iSttriltfth"'  1^%*-^— t  that 
hear    the    sJr    i    m  "'"^^'  ^'''^'^  '» 

P«lsatinglifeal,oL,rH'°'t^'^'^ 
sensibly  acquiesced  in  hi^^'esiS  t^''"  '?' 
flat  .n  West  Kensington  when  her  si? 
to  earn  enough  monev  t„  ,7  .  u  ''^g"" 

bachelor  estaLrelVrToldf'T''"'^' 

"^*     -^  soldiers  daughter 


im^y^sm^-SJ^^ 
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and  a  soldier's  widow,  she  thoroughly  under- 
stood the  wisdom  of  letting  a  young  man 
move  unaided  and  uncumbered  through  life. 
And  she  knew  that  Percy  would  not  make  a 
fool  f  lumdelf.  He  was  light-hearted  and 
fond  .  f  gaiety,  but  cheap  vices  did  not  attract 
him.  "Thawne  always  knows  how  to  keep 
his  tail  up,"  some  of  Percy's  less  steady 
friends  used  to  say  wonderingly  and  enviously, 
when  they  went  to  him  in  self-borrowed 
trouble  for  advice  or  help. 

At  Oxford  Percy  had  managed  to  take  a 
pass  degree  without  much  trouble,  and  *hough 
he  had  been  picturesquely  lazy  during  the 
three  golden  years  he  had  never  been  in  any 
serious  trouble  and  the  Dean  of  his  college 
was  wont  to  speak  of  him  as  "a  kindly 
hedonist,  quite  frank,  don't  you  know,  but 
still  sane,  eminently  sane." 

Percy  took  the  Underground  from  Cannon 
Street  to  Charing  Cross,  and  in  twenty 
minutes  from  the  time  he  left  the  office  was 
entering  his  chambers. 

The  cul-de-sac  of  Buckingham  Street  was 
perfectly  quiet,  save  for  the  distant  tinkling 
of  a  piano.  The  old  water-gate  at  the  end 
was  warm  and  mellow  in  the  long  lights  of 
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remote  and  pastoral  effect  "  '^'"^^^Siy 

-d-ma,ted  barge  drifting  slow  ;  by      ''"  ' 

oasSrtbetTr/b^'T"""'^-    -««'e 
-aring  ,ife,ruTredole:t  ;r".'''^°"'^-'« 
andoli:ne.     Pero;  smiled  a  """''''  "^'-'-'^ 
window,  smiling  IZS.v  T''"'  "'  *''« 
W7  who  lived  VZCtr^  "'  "  ^°"»g 
small  flat.     She  wri!      *  '"°*'"' '"  » 

«ie  ieft  the  flat  el^^  nTghTank'^  ""*"'  ^<" 
and  returned  ,0  supper  fbLrnitr  '""^ 

did^^tnVt^'^iS'^r^^^^^'^^^^^ 
^"orrid  and  affected  twf:T'^'^''*''e 
and  had  manners  that  w id  s  :  l'?!  «'I^ 
°n  edge.    But  they  alwavl       m  ?**  *^*'^ 
other    when    at    their  T      -         "*  '^«'' 
which  was  not  witho' t      ^"'*'^*  ^'"'^°ws, 
and  far  better  thM  the  ,      '^'"''  °'  '""""'e. 
•'o^gfactofanTnt^iSr-'^P-hably 

wenUriiJtJr""'"^'  ''^'•"'^"^''^  ^-7 

---ti^:t^:ra--x;x: 
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summer  nights  it  was  far  more  pleasant  thns. 
There  was  not  only  the  physical  comfort  of 
the  thing,  but  also  the  indefinite  but  quite  real 
sense  of  roaming  London  in  disguise.  One 
might  be  anyone  dressed  like  that,  and  it  was 
the  only  way  to  seek  evening  adventures  in 
the  Metropolis.  There  was  a  strain  of  Haroun 
Alraschid  in  the  young  man.  He  meant  to 
see  as  much  as  he  could  of  human  nature  on 
his  way  through  the  world,  to  study  men  in 
their  hours  of  ease,  to  gauge  human  motives 
and  to  see  something  of  human  event. 

This,  he  was  quite  sure,  was  the  royal  road 
to  success,  this  calm,  dispassionate  spectator- 
ship.  So  night  and  night  saw  him  East  and 
West,  in  haunts  of  pleasure  or  of  work,  com- 
pleting his  scheme  and  adding  to  his  know- 
ledge of  his  fellow-creatures.  No  one  knew 
Percy  Thawne  at  all  intimately,  everyone  he 
was  in  the  habit  of  meeting  thought  that  he 
knew  him  thoroughly  well.  Mr  Slygne,  for 
example,  regarded  Percy  as  a  shrewd,  pleasant 
youth  whom  it  was  well  to  have  about  the 
place  because  of  his  good  appearance  and 
manners.  He  liked  Percy  well  enough,  but 
he  never  for  a  moment  regarded  the  young 
man  as  a  serious  factor  to  or  helper  in  his 
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affairs.     ffArl  Q7« 

of  him  at  once.     Such  »  Z  '"'*  «°*  "^ 

.f  %gne  wanted  ;:i;,rB''n'''''^*"'- 
■f  possible  pleasanf  J  1  ^'''•^''"  Street, 
but  still  pawnr^  "'"^^r-^ted  P«wns 

Percy  Tliawne  knew  tW  1,    l   , 
Jo  expect  in  the  way  of,l     ^*^  ^"^^  «*«' 
h«  mother  died  she  would  I     *?" '•    ^^''^ 
;«f  ed    a  year.    Thaf  iral^^  '^'^ 
realised  that  for  a  m^n  „),  "'    ^«  «'so 

"fortune  large  or  sm"l  clrbr"'''^"^^^^^ 
P'oked  up  in  the  dtt  T  °'°'«  ?««% 
provided  he  has  on.  ^  '"'^''^'''«  «K 

Tom  Tiddler's  gUld  '"""'''  ""*  ^'"'^  *» 

yet^e  wr^'bu'tlnS?  tf  "''^'  '''""S''  «« 
shekels  had  been  a  3t      !«***  "^''o  the 

^— .  quite  detSed   'r'-     ^'  '^-• 
He  would  make  a  for?        ^"^  °"«  '^ng. 

J«-0"W  be  quL  et   ::  wftK^T"  '°^*-' 
ie  was  mny'yea^older''*^':,  ^'^I'-before 

'•    ^e  didn't  want  to 
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toil  away  the  best  years  of  his  life  as  a  doctor 
or  barrister,  and  by  the  time  he  had  secured  a 
thousand  or  two  a  year  to  be  past  all  enjoy- 
ment. He  would  give  himself  four  years  in 
which  to  make  enough  money  to  retire  upon. 
And  then,  oh,  then !  away  from  these  drab 
islands  for  ever  and  a  day.  Away  to  wide, 
brilliant,  and  smiling  skies,  where  life  laughed 
itself  away  among  sweet  and  drowsy  flowers, 
odorous  winds,  and  wine-coloured  summer 
seas.  That  was  the  goal,  but  Percy  was  too 
shrewd  to  allow  himself  to  dwell  upon  it  often. 
Daydreams  were  delightful,  but  they  were 
enervating  and  marred  the  present.  One 
must  live  in  the  present  when  one  had  his 
aims,  one  must  keep  one's  eyes  remarkably 
wide  open,  which  is  precisely  what  dreamers 
don't  do.  Meanwhile,  stick  to  Slygne  like  a 
limpet,  a  limpet  with  a  trap-door  in  its  shell 
and  a  telescope! 

This  evening,  before  setting  out  upon  his 
nocturnal  rambles,  Percy  resolved  to  have  a 
swim  in  the  Westminster  Baths  and  to  visit 
his  mother  in  West  Kensington.  He  never 
allowed  a  day  to  pass  without  indulging  in 
some  strong  physical  exercise.  In  the  summer 
he  dwam  or  played  racquets  at  Queen's  Club, 
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in   the    winter    he     k^»  j 
•loveloped  his  muscles  at  L"fi      °"'*"^« 
■"^iuffl.    He  had  elrlv  l!      f"™""  ^y""' 
where  he  got  a  l,«lf  f,   ^J*"™*  at  Oiford- 

keep  a  cle!:  aL  t^f '  '-^-'^-that  to 

existence  was  no  part  of  h        ,.     '"^'-ndden 

f  plunged   in'to  the  Ihtr 
water  with   o«  snimmennsr  areen 

p-ring'an  "1^  Tndl'-^t""^' 
length  emerged  into  thZ  ■    ''*"    ^*  «* 

to^rards  St  jLe^:'^,;^%«^«;»>g  and   went 

°f   PVsical    exultatt    anTl     T '"" 

B^  St  Sir "  ^^^  -^  *<• 

'I'e  firat^asarrriarrr'^^"^ '•*-'« 
iealtV  7oung   EnSln"„rt?*  "^  « 
middle  classes.     wLn    k     i  ^       *^®    "PPer 
West  Kensington  bot\  ofM  '  ''^   *^^^^  ^* 
cent  sigh.  "^«^e«^e5  with  a  reminis- 

•^rs  Thawne   a  fnii       j 
•till,  greeted  he'r  son  with  JT^^^  ''°'"''° 
I'eHittle  Queen's  CinbSf::!'^''^"^''' 
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"  I've  got  some  dinner  to  give  you,  dear," 
she  said ;  '*  fortunately  I'm  not  dining  out.  But 
I'm  going  to  Lady  Olsson's  At  Home  by-and- 
by — the  academician's  wife,  you  know.  It's  a 
pity  you  haven't  your  evening  clothes  here, 
you  might  come  with  me." 

"  I  don't  feel  quite  in  the  mood  for  a  party, 
mother,"  Percy  said,  "  thank  you.  I'm  going 
out  of  town  to-morrow  on  some  business  for 
Mr  Slygne  and  I  mean  to  have  a  quiet  ramble 
by  myself  to-night." 

"  I  hope  everything  goes  well  in  the  City, 
dear,"  his  mother  said.  "Curiously  enough 
I  had  a  little  conversation  this  morning  about 
that  very  matter.  I  went  to  my  solicitors 
about  my  railway  shares,  you  know,  and  Mr 
Barlow  inquired  how  you  were  getting  on. 
'  I  think  on  the  whole,'  he  said,  •  that  you  have 
done  right  in  placing  your  son  with  Mr 
Slygne.  I  know  something  of  him  and  he  is 
a  man  who  is  going  to  make  a  fortune  in  the 
near  future.  It's  sharp  practice,  but  he  takes 
no  risks  and  does  not  speculate  with  his  own 
money.  Tell  your  son  from  me  to  keep  his 
eyes  and  ears  wide  open.  Tell  him  to  keep 
in  with  Slygne  for  a  time,  get  as  much  as 
he   possibly  can   out  of  him   without  being 
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identified  with  «,.      ^ . 

stead.".'"  *   '««»    rapid    but    more 

"^elj,  that's   verv   ™    i. 
-"""■er."  Pe„^  .^^  »"<=t   my  o,.n   Mea. 

"Pt"'   ""d  I  can  see  tl.^        '""'^  ""y  ^T^ 
"th^r  faat.     o„]y  tZat  r  \'  ^ '"«  "^O"? 
»r  Progpects  are  ,„     j^      ''"''«  '"e'»rd  that 
'fought 'the^  ::jdt  tV^«er  *^- 

«"   ProbabUity  be    „I-   ^^  ^'""'  ^  «iaM  ia 
«oney  soon."  ""^"'S  9»'te  a  lot    of 

omelette.     Mazy  lake's  an         T '°°"'  °'  '!"« 
"'«"•    Now  I  muatl  and  T^'^''  ■^'^  ^"^ 
7«  ■»«  again  in  a  fry  "^  f''''     ^ome  and 
"Jlyonrnews."         ^  °'  ''"o  '"d  tell  me 

'eft  te'i'  '"i  ,"!'''>  great  affection  and         , 
-«'k  towards  thrPa^t  °"'  ""'^  ''«^-  to  ' 

ie  had  a  most  sen?Je'a!dT,'f  r**"^  ''"" 
It  ''as  always  a  relief  J!  t      ^^^^"^  "other 
^"o"  with hfr.     Sh  1id:fl'°  r "  «  ^-et 
to  tnow  this  or  that  dt ,  ?."T'  ^^"'^  ^'^"t 

---him.thonS:i:^,;-^^^^^^^^^^^ 


tT~  \,  fr-; 


■SE^^"»J('  rfir" 
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advice  upon  any  point  he  found  it  ever  sane 
and  pertinent.  Old  Barlo  ,  the  solicitor,  was 
right.  He  must  endeavour  to  make  money 
swiftly  out  of  his  connection  with  Slygne. 
A  single  respectable  coup  and  the  thing  was 
done.  There  had  been  little  or  no  oppor- 
tunity with  Mount  Pisa  or  the  Oil  Corporation. 
He  had  been  too  inexperienced  at  the  time,  and 
in  any  case  there  was  but  little  plunder  in 
those  two  companies  for  anyone  but  the 
chief.  But  something  seemed  on  the  cards 
now !  It  really  seemed  as  if  a  chance  were 
coming.  Slygne's  words  were  pregnant  with 
meaning.  Yea  \  the  opportunity  was  at  hand. 
It  should  not  be  his  fault  if  he  did  not  take 
the  tide  at  the  flood. 

As  Piccadilly  opened  before  him  like  a 
long  grey  ribbon  fringed  with  jewels — for  the 
lamps  were  now  lit — a  strange  sense  of  coming 
good  fortune  came  to  the  young  man.  He 
felt  strong  and  powerful,  alert  and  wary. 
He  was  convinced  that  things  were  working 
well  with  him,  that  the  fates  were  imminent 
with  good  gifts. 

He  had  never  felt  anything  like  it  before  ; 
it  wasn't  a  hope,  it  was  almost  a  certainty,  and 
quite  outside  the  region  of  pleasant  dreams. 
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summerTi"^  p!?.^  '"'PP^J'  through  the 

*f«»     in    evening  *X?h;^"^'«'d  parties, 
groomed,  flashed  L  n.        ^''^    ''"'=^''% 

H«  ^ent  into  the  Cril,™  ^  ""'^  ''^^''<^- 
<=offee,  watching  the  «,"  ""''  '"'<'  ^ome 
«i««g  about  nuipthe  rr  """"^  °^  folk 
;;Oof.  listening  t  tff".'^'"'^  °^  '^e 
'^ginning  to  plaj  if^J""'^  "Wch  ^as 
rooms.  ^^  ""    '''«   distant  supper- 

'he  whole  machinertof  r'    '^  ''""^'^  *°  ''«" 
«   it»  grooves,    flf  wf'?,'^'"'  «'"«  "ashing 
wandered  on  down  the  Stl    /''""'""*  ^"^ 
V^tole  and  diastole  of  u"^^'  ""''  «''"  'he 
u>  iis  eara.  ^"""^on  was  beating 

«'e^TooJtrLti";?  !^:"  ^'^  '^""•J-ing 
Temple  Bar  th"  lol  y  f    ®'''^*-    ^"^^  of 
^-Jent.     The  roar  of  L  "  ?'  "omparatively 
f«ded  away  to  a "S  7    "''  ^'^'""'  ^^d 
but  little  traffic     A^'  ^T''    ^^«^«  '^"^ 
»nd  then  on  its  wav  to  T     '  '^"'''^  "O" 

^-«ngwso.T::itfei;-.- 
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get  into  the  Strand  for  the  theatre  and  supper 
people — for  no  empty  cab  may  enter  the 
Strand  at  this  hour — alone  broke  the 
monotony. 

But  a  previous  knowledge  of  this  unique 
London  street  taught  Percy  that  all  round 
him  the  fiercest  activity  that  London  knows 
was  in  its  nightly  progress.  In  those  narrow 
side-streets  and  ancient  echoing  courts, 
brilliant  brains  were  at  w  k.  Along  the 
dim  web  of  wires  overhead  the  news  of  the 
world  was  flashing. 

Percy  turned  up  a  narrow  entry  into  a 
court.  On  one  side  of  it  hung  a  lamp,  an 
old-fashioned  thing  hung  on  antique  iron 
work,  bearing  on  it  in  faded  red  letters, 
"  The  Old  Cheshire  Cheese." 

In  this  ancient  haunt  of  wit  and  library 
folk,  a  hostelry  which  still  jealously  preserved 
its  external  aspects,  Percy  was  sure  of  finding 
some  odd  derelict  of  humanity.  In  the  low 
bar-room  with  its  leaded  window-panes,  its 
sanded  floor,  and  massive  benches,  the 
strangest  literary  jetsam  was  wont  to  assemble. 
Here  one  met  the  failure,  the  disappointed 
man.  The  fringe  of  London  journalism 
gathered  here  to   bewail   its  unhappy  state 
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"•l  hnri  thunders  of  h.^, 

7«  aueeessfu]  writ  „     l^t  "P'**  »»«*"«« 

"•w  settinjf,    the    rt-    ,    ^^rmoay  with 

represented  an  alien  !„'''*  *««•      Key 
;«  forgotten  and  pas^;?''""'  ""^  which 
f«»ous  ieader-wri  Jtl.  ^- .  ^^'^  ^'^  « 
of  ponderous  words   1  t  ''^''''-  «  ".an 
-otundo,  intoleranr^f     "*'"''?   fi''^''"^  <«^ 
^fP-ny   JournaiL:   ,^7;^''^    ^-<i-l«es, 
Hoe  rotary  machines  '^*   ">"'  of  the 

fr'«nds,  he  would  &W   f"^   •"'^  ^eiy  old 

7«\-«  a  manner  SSr^  8"°  ^ 

.    '"^eaodern youth  who.       T^  ^^fresWog 

"  «fe  at  the  ezlSr^f  """"^J^^ons 
two.  Penditure  of  a  shilling  or 

It  interested  Pap-„      , 

'he  confidant  of  C^^-^'^'^^^  t°  become 

To  study  failure,  comnllt'      ?''°"^'"'  ^Jk- 

e««ofpit.f«U3.    &£«."'"'  ""*'•  '^^  to 

'he  successful  ««n  mustii"T  """^Shtthat 

-Were  less  fortuna    'tCht""  ''"  «-« 

Th,s  evening  ?«,„.  fouZ  k  f  *'""'°  ''e. 
°^  'he  quaint,  diml/jif""'*     "*  ""^  *«"»«* 

"-  o^  -dium  heiil've^;i,  ^t^^  -  - 

V  lat,  witi  a  stiff; 
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broom-like     black     beard      and      bristling 
moustache. 

He  wore  a  frock-coat,  somewhat  greasy 
about  the  lapels  and  button-holes  of  the 
waistcoat,  and  a  silk  hat  with  a  broad  brim 
which  had  •'  an  odd  ecclesiastical  suggestion 
about  it.  He  was  reading  an  evening  paper 
as  Percy  entered,  and  marking  certain  para- 
graphs with  a  stub  of  blue  pencil. 

Percy  looked  at  the  man  with  interest  and 
a  curious  reminiscent  feeling.  Somewhere  or 
other  he  had  seen  him  before,  of  that  he  was 
quite  certain.  He  had  seen  him  several 
times,  but  try  as  he  would  he  was  unable  to 
remember  where. 

The  man  began  to  count  the  lines  of  the 
marked  paragraph  carefully.  At  last  he 
looked  up.  *•  Ninety  lines,  Mary,  my  dear," 
he  said  triumphantly  to  the  barmaid. 
"  Ninety  lines  this  afternoon.  At  two  pence 
a  line  it  works  out  at  fifteen  shillings 
exactly,  which  is  the  sum  I  shall  draw 
to-morrow  morning.  I  will  buy  you  some 
chocolates  if  I  remember,  and  Heaven  bless 
the  Italian  gentleman  who  stabbed  his  mother 
in  Smithfield  to-day,  for  he  has  done  me  a 
good  turn." 


.    -^^e  man  sdoJcp   ,v 

2«dent  voice' ';  ^,;/Wle««,  j„^. 

'-^^restiJlji  "-'I;  a»  accenting, 

"gentleman  OBce,"Perev  fh  T'  ^"^^  «>«« 
^;ie  world  «  he  a  "^'^^  "■""git ;  "  but  wi, 
before  ? "  Where  iave  I  n,et  T 

At  th  t  ■" 

''-^o^A^^Ch^^'"'--^^^^^ 

f^^yieaetrtlrC^-^-^^-^^^b 
need  of  me  ? "  '"«  ^nancier  immediate 

able^urpris,  '^"^  «««tare  in  eo^ider- 

«ouse°me    rdo^C  '"^^•"  J'e  said    -h  . 

/oin    Blaber.     Vo,,     '     '""^    tie   other 
because  vonV«  "    ^member    m„    f    ' 


of 


our 


siiare- 
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holders  perhaps  ?  In  the  Mount  Pisa,  or  the 
Oil  Corporation?  I'm  the  secretary,  don't 
you  know." 

He  had  assumed  something  of  the 
"palliative"  manner  instinctively,  taken  off 
his  guard  as  he  was  by  this  unexpected 
meeting.  It  did  strike  him  as  he  spoke  that 
the  person  before  him  did  not  exactly  suggest 
the  typical  investor,  but  the  surprise  had 
momentarily  robbed  him  of  his  usual 
readiness. 

For  answer  the  fat  man  sat  down  suddenly 
upon  an  adjacent  bench.  His  eyes  almost 
disappeared  in  lanes  of  fat,  his  coarse  but 
clever  mouth  opening  widely,  and  a  torrent 
of  noisy  laughter  flowed  into  the  room. 

No  man  cares  to  be  the  object  of  another's 
mirth  when  he  is  profoundly  ignorant  of  the 
reason  that  excites  it.  The  rich,  gin-fed 
laughter  rolled  out  into  the  room  and  made 
every  nerve  in  the  young  man's  body  quiver 
with  anger.  There  was  something  startling 
and  also  extremely  repulsive  in  the  man's 
amusement.  Percy's  high  spirits  began  to 
sink  rapidly  in  spite  of  himself. 

Loth  to  enter  into  any  unseemly  alterca- 
tion with  such  a  person  and  in  such  a  place, 
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/■e  was  tnrnine  to  „„      , 

;«"gi.ter  suddenly,  cel^        v  ^'   ^'^ber'a 

Jiawne,"  he  said  iLT  'f'*  «".  Mr 

froM  the  one  he  had  hith    /^  '^'^"«'>'  ^o,* 
^'ie  a  ffenfi««,  wtaerto  used     n        , 

_  »  gentJeman  now.  ««  spoke 

ttanneriy-Tf*"'"'^    ^"'"•y    ^    be    «„ 

r^oid^glrtt;''"*'^^^^-""^ 

;;«  -  J'ttle  too  n,^eh  t    """^  «««  Mine 
«pla.n  myself  to  vo„  .^^r""*-     ^  ""ght  to 

-ouW  aslc  the  «an  t^  ftlr'"'-"-    ^ 
^^ere  was  a  Jiff?.  ^^^^'^s- 

/:/',:-•  ^Tzz^T '-  -"^^^ 

"  ?  It  might  be  that  L  ^  ''*  "o'  solve 
Pnt  in  his  way  that  I  '""  """'h^  oiani 
-ain  after  all.^'  ''"'  '«  ^'«o»s  iad  not  C 

'■Suppose,  Mr  BJaber-'fc       ., 
"d  have  a  smote  in  L*"'  ^'"<^'  "you  come 
ham  Street-that  i     i^v'T'  '"  ^""faV 
-^««--t.     Any«en7-i--oothfr 
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very  welcome  to  me.  What  do  you  say? 
Will  you  come  ? " 

The  man  looked  doubtfully  at  Percy  for  a 
moment.  Then  he  said,  "Thanks,  I'll  come 
with  pleasure,  Mr  Thawne." 

They  went  out  of  the  bar,  crossed  Fleet 
Street,  and,  at  Blaber's  suggestion,  debouched 
upon  the  Embankment,  now  quiet  and  almost 
deserted. 

"That  was  very  kindly  done,  Mr  Thawne," 
said  the  fat  man.  "It  is  long  since  I  sat  as 
a  guest  in  anyone's  chambers.  I  am  beginning 
to  wonder  how  long  I  shall  be  admitted  into 
the  saloon  bars  of  Fleet  Street!  Your 
invitation  is  very  welcome.  I  have  run  out 
of  tobacco,  and  I  have  spent  my  last  three- 
pence in  gin  and  water." 

Percy  smiled  sympathetically.  "  Well,  I  can 
supply  those  sort  of  wants  in  my  chambers," 
he  said.  **A  life  without  tobacco— even  a 
few  hours  without  it — is  not  pleasant." 

"It  is  not,  Mr  Thawne,  though  it  is  fre- 
quently my  lot,"  said  Mr  Blaber.  "  But  these 
famines  are  common  among  the  less  successful 
brethren  in  Fleet  Street,  and  are,  after  all, 
only  temporary.  I  had  an  excellent  matricide 
this  morning,  for  which  I  shall  draw  fifteen 
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shiJIingg  to-morrow  «n^  v  ^ 

«'«■>  ".ore.    I  shaU  Kn"  ""'"*''  °»  "" 

'"«/»"  ««««  to-morrow  t'!*'""''"''"^*- 
to  Burdett  Street."  "^  summoned 

Perlf S  ""l  if*"  ^  ""V.  Mr  Blaber." 

'<"^»-    YouaretoseeMtT  '"'''"''^  °»*  "^ 
" Exactly,  I  will?!,         ^8°"'  ■^°»  »«y  ?" 
"«  get  npstoirs  "  ''^°"  ''"'"tter  when 

'''i'tl't'jt^'^^    ^"""^''"«''-  Street  b, 

b-ck  »  a' Jdllg  fe^'  "-  sitting 

fort,  while  his  ph!Jl7  ^'f  «  "igh  of  com 

"•y  -  large  Dutch  cW  Tf  7*'*  «""fi«d 

,  Percy    noticed    trrr'^»/r^«  «'«»• 

development  of  hia  g„es  t""^  ?^    '^""^ 

there,  and  wondered  ""^  "«  !"«  «t 

"  I  suppose  yoa're  jroin,,  .„ 
connected  with  the  new  *      *^  "^  '"'«»ess 
Blaber  at  length  eompany,"  said  Mr 

Slygae'sconfidLce^wSh^f  "'*r  "^  ^'- 
«  _the  dark  ?  *  '"  '"°s.'/ was  kept 

''^'^rner:^;r;",/4^^d  innocently. 

^'■e journalist  began  to chikle.    .-Ooodr- 
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he  cried  in  an  ecstasy  of  enjoyment. 
"  Smart !  oh,  damned  smart!  You  City  men 
are  wonderful.  It  has  always  been  a  pleasure 
tome  to  work  with  MrSlygne,  and  now  I  can 
see  that  you  are  a  worthy  pupil  of  that  truly 
remarkable  man." 

He  pulled  a  letter  from  his  pocket  and 
handed  it  to  Percy.  "  I  suppose  you  know 
nothing  about  that,  MrThawne?"  he  said— 
"  nothing  whatever  !  Of  course  not!  And  yet 
I  shouldn't  wonder  if  you  wrote  it  yourself ! " 

Percy  read  the  letter  with  as  sphinx-like  a 
smile  as  he  could  summon. 

It  ran  as  follows : — 


**  Dear  Blaber,— I  shall  be  glad  if  you 
will  call  upon  me  to-morrow  at  mid-day. 
I  have  some  important  work  to  propose 
to  you,  work  which  will  tax  your  energies 
to  the  utmost,  but  which  I  have  little 
doubt  that  >ou  will  carry  out  in  the  same 
brilliant  way  as  you  have  done  in  the 
past,  though  this  is  a  greater  matter  than 
I  have  before  entrusted  to  you.  The 
emolument  may  reach  a  hundred  pounds 
or  more.— Faithfully  yours, 

"Horatio  Slyonk" 
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He  gave  the  letter  back  to  Blaber  without 
any  comment. 

**Well,"  said  that  worthy,  "of  course  if 
you  won't  tell  me,  you  won't.  I  shall  hear 
everything  to-morrow  morning.  But  this 
must  be  a  bigger  thing  than  your  people  have 
touched  before.  Slygne  is  the  devil  to  part 
with  money.  Why,  I  only  had  fifteen  pounds 
for  the  Mount  Pisa  Mine  prospectus  and 
twenty  for  the  Oil  Corporation.  It's  poor 
pay  for  such  work.  I  wish  I  knew  some  other 
financiers  to  work  for.  Slygne  was  at  school 
with  me,  you  know,  in  earlier  years  and  he 
employs  me  for  that  reason — at  least,  so  he 
says.  He  is  always  grumbling  about  my 
work." 

A  sudden  light  flowed  into  Percy's  brain. 
He  had  made  a  discovery  of  considerable 
importance,  and  might  make  more  if  he 
played  his  cards  with  care. 

"  Well,  Mr  Blaber,"  he  said,  "  for  my  part 
I  have  always  admired  your  work  greatly  in 
this  direction,  and  I've  often  wished  to  meet 
with  the  possessor  of  such  a  brilliant  pen. 
We  must  be  better  acquainted.  I  shall  be 
back  in  London  on  the  day  after  to-morrow. 
Will  you  dine  with  me  here  at  seven  ?  " 


CHAPTER   IV 


WESTWARD   HO  I 

There  were  not  very  many  passengers  by  the 
two    o'clock    train    from   Paddington.     The 
long  platform  was  dotted  here  and  there  with 
well-dressed  people  but   there  was  no  noisy 
crowd.     The  great  station  which  leads  to  the 
west  always  has  its  own  dignity  and  repose. 
It  is  the  most  aristocratic  terminus  in  London. 
None   of  the   pushing  throngs  of  Euston  or 
Victoria  are  seen  there.     All  the  passengers 
seem  to  belong  to  a  definite  class,  the  leisured 
well-clothed  folk  who  have  houses  in  the  west 
of  England.     What  is  true  of  London  is  true 
of  England  also  ;  all  the  "  best "  people  from 
the   social   point   of  view  seem  to  gravitate 
towards   the   sunset.     Percy  felt  this   as  he 
chose   h*8   carriage  and  watched   the  sedate 
movements  of    the    folk    on    the   platform. 
Smart  grooms  stood  by  piles  of  luggage,  sleek 
valets  carried  gladstone  bags  and  bundles  of 
fishing-rods,  the  black-haired  lady's-maid  from 
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France  with  miraculoa.  boots  and  rovinaeyea 
flitted  from  carriage  to  carriage.  *^  ^ 

platforms  were  wonderfully  clean  and  fresh- 
loolnng  beneath  it 

Everyone  Percy  saw  looked  pleased  and 
happy  and  he  himself  was  thoroughly  n  twe 
wi  h  the  gene.«l  sense  of  bien  etr! 

it  was  about  two  o'clock  in    the  aft.r 
noon,  by  the  huge  station  clock  upon  th'  dt 
earture  platform.     The  stir  of  the  de^rt.n^ 

^  a'  \"  '"«8'«*  ^"d  »''««dy  dis- 
appeared, and  now  the  train  destined  to  be^r 
them  westward  waited  but  the  signal  for 
departure  to  set  out  upon  its  jonme;. '  P  J" 
comfortably  settled  in  the  corner  of  a  caS 
to  himself  had  watched  the  hour  aZafh 

Spt:?etnd"'f''^.''"«r  -won  W 
mp  to  the  land  of  cider,  while  his  brain  was 

•o  busy  with  calculations  about  that  bri^h" 

fut«e  w^.ch  Mr  Slyg.e  had  painted  LhS 

It  was  at  precu.ely  three-quarters   of  a 

mmute  past  two.  and   the  guard's  wWstle 

already  touched  his  lips,  whfn  there  wis  . 

sudden  agitation  at  one  of  the  doors  leldtog  ,o 
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the  booking-hall.  A  porter  rushed  forward, 
threw  open  a  carriage  door,  and  slammed  it 
again  upon  a  vision  of  piuk  and  white,  who, 
entering  like  a  breeze  in  summer,  dropped  on 
to  the  seat  opposite  Percy  like  a  bunch  of 
rose-leaves  blown  by  it,  just  as  the  whistle 
actually  sounded  and  the  train  began  to  mo  v . 

The  train  had  already  gathered  considtral)]^ 
momentum  and  was  beginning  to  fly  tbrougt 
the  unlovely  suburbs  of  Shepherd's  Busl  wliei 
coherent  thought  returned  to  Percy  Thawn^j. 
Immediately  upon  the  explosive  entrance  int«; 
the  carriage  he  had  sunk  upon  his  knees  in 
the  effort  to  gather  together  the  possessions 
his  companion  had  shed  upon  her  arrival. 
The  floor  and  seats  were  covered  with  a  very 
varied  impedimenta  but  worst  of  all  his  tasks 
the  young  man  found  that  of  gathering  up 
the  remnants  of  a  pearl  necklace.  Half  under 
the  seat  he  chased  the  tiny  elusive  things  into 
obscure  comers  without  a  word. 

The  vision  still  panted  from  exertion. 
Evidently  she  had  been  hurrying  to  catch  her 
train,  and,  indeed,  it  was  a  wonder  that  she 
had  not  missed  it  altogether.  He  had  just 
captured  a  fifth  pearl  when  she  spoke. 

"  Please  do  not  bother  about  gathering  up 
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those  stupid  pearls,    iw,  k       , 

Jo-  them  for  weeks  and  tlL     "  '°T«  *" 

mean  what  I  say."  "''  '  ''^a^'j 

"But "it  seemfr^itvl^'^   '^'"*  '°  ^and- 

"NeverthelL   1 1  m  rV""" 
^o"  did-    I  hate  pearfs  i       "'^  ""'^'^  ^-' 
uT^  emerged. 
"Taankjou  so  much  •  »n^ 
down.    It  quite  fid^l  '  ^^  '"*"'  P'^-^e  sit 
the  seat  litl  that  "^  '°  '*"  ^o"  «"der 

She  smiJed  charmingly     "  a   j   , 
rather  talk  to  yon  th.  ^"^  ^  would 

Will  70U  mi„d  me  talti"  7"""  ^°"  """l- 
my  failing.  yo„  ^'e  Wh*'  ^  '"""'^^^  ^t  is 
t*lk.  -"d'^aithouTh  we  u  '''*'  ^  8"  ^  "■"« 
d-ced,  I  do  not  thi„rthat'thr  ''''"'  '•""■ 
w  my  talking,  so  lon„  *'*  "  ""^  harm 

stand  me."   ^        ""«  **  ^°"  don't  misunder- 
"No 

yon,"  deolared"'pewy^r''''i'  """'"''-'"tand 

into  the  sweetTt  Till  ttt''"'  '°««'^" 
«Mve   of  her  left   ZT"^  ''"°*«-    i'^  the 

dimple,  and  her  thL  It  J'"'  ''"^^"'^    « 
of  indescribable  subtllt^'"""'  "^  ''""='«'"« 


WESTWARD  HO! 


71 


"  You  mean  that  ? "  she  asked. 

"  Most  certainly  I  do." 

"  Well,  then,  we  can  be  friends.  I  always 
try  and  make  myself  understood,  it  is  so 
much  the  best,  I  think.  And  then,  you  see, 
if  I  did  not  do  so — with  my  weakness  for 
talking — I  should  always  be  getting  into 
scrapes.  I  consider  talking  a  necessity, 
remember.  I  think  it  enlarges  one's  mind, 
and,  certainly,  makes  life  much  more  interest- 
ing. It  seems  so  silly  to  go  through  life  like 
a  vegetable,  I  think ;  but  that  is  what  most 
girls  do.  The  fact  is,  they  are  afraid  of  say- 
ing what  they  mean,  whereas  I  always  say 
just  what  I  mean,  on  principle." 

"  But  don't  you  think,"  replied  Percy, 
"  that  if  everyone  always  said  just  what  they 
meant,  polite  conversation  would  die  a  violent 
death  ? " 

**  Yes,  perhaps  it  would  ;  not  because  there 
is  any  harm  in  being  oneself,  but  because  so 
many  people  do  not  possess  any  self  that  is 
worth  expressing." 

•*  This  is  very  severe,"  he  said. 

"Oh,  not  at  all.  For  you  must  yourself 
have  noticed  how  very  uninteresting  lots  and 
lots   of  people    are — especially   girls.     They 
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really  have  not  two  Meas  in  their  heaH«  .^A 

ao  they  tm  through  life.  J';   o  i' .ny 

«n7tirhe?;:::XT-"r''^^''"' 
That  is  jus[  ':tt  .Ti:  c**'  *"• 

egotistical  and  conceited        ^       °"'°    "" 
^^•' And  what  do  you  do,  when  you  meot  a 

"I?    Oh,   I  talk  to  him.  of  course  and  if 
he  likes  to  asree  with  m.  i,  ,    ' 

cgree  witn  me,  he  can  ;  if  not  wfll 
he  must  simply  listen."  •  "oi.  well, 

"I  am  sure  that  any  man  would  find  an 
equal  pleasure  in  doing  either  " 

Tou  !!«  ''"f  "«''*  °'  y°"  '»  «V  «».  whether 
yon  mean  what  yon  say  or  not  " 

savin?'  „t?  '°''*™'"  ■"*  '    "^^  J'obit  of 
saying    woat    one    reallv     «,«„ 

infectious."  ^    """'"*    "    """^t 

permit  oursX  s  le    ^v  tf  •  7^  ""' 
in  it  ?  '•  "'^    °^  indulging 

She  began  to  laugh. 

"The  luxury,"  she   answered,    "  become* 
under  such  circumstances,  au  ab;olut^ iTy.': 
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"That  is  precisely  my  own  feeling,"  he 
assented,  "  and  it  is  for  this  very  reason  that 
I  have  been  speaking  so  truthfully  for  the 
last  ten  minutes." 

"  But  don't  you  usually  speak  the  truth  ? " 

Percy  hesitated.  He  thought  of  Slygne 
and  tlie  Wild  West,  of  the  Young  Companies' 
Propagation  Syndicate  and  of  the  Mount 
Pisa  Gold  Mine.  Therefore  he  answered 
cautiously, — 

"  I  am  in  business." 

"  Are  you,  though !  "  she  cried.  "  I  have 
heard  lots  about  business,  and  it  always 
seems  to  me  so  complicated.  Surely  one 
must  be  very  clever  if  one  is  in  business  ?  " 

"  Not  exactly  clever.  1  should  say  tactful 
rather." 

"Oh,  I  did  not  know  that  men  were  ever 
tactful.     What  sort  of  tact  do  you  mean  ? " 

"I  think  you  would  call  it  diplomatic 
tact,"  he  answered. 

"  Should  I  ?    Tell  me  more  about  it." 

"  Well,  business  chiefly  concerns  the 
making  of  money,  and,  as  money-making  is 
the  greatest  problem  of  the  present  day,  it 
naturally  follows  that  ordinary  people  must 
have  their  money  made  for  them  by  other 
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men  have  all  to  f'""''\^8«  ^'''''ed.   business 
tact."  *"  '*'"  "'^  "'  of  diplomatic 

Percy  looked  hurt. 

i>e'';L:trd.X:t?"^"^^''"-'-'" 

wish  to  do.      I    do    „n!  •""'    '"'""    P«OPl« 

«uch  education  ,s  bad    ^",^7  ''""  «" 

of   busineas-in  otWs    i^"  "^  '^""^'^<^«« 
'ting.    What  I  ml  T         "  ''"'^  P'«'«ia'>t 

^eoLnsl^uLrrbnZeiri^-'^ 
-^^unde^tood   bnsines.    r^:  1^- 

"Yes?" 

"0  'lSo'u7l7f  .'""'°'-*  -  P-tical, 
ingly  deterioL'         """"'   '^°""   "-ord-' 

^o:rctn':,ri:^r  ^^'-^ 

Vmpathetically  ' '       '^^  '^^ed 

"I  think  it  would  ruin  the  oonntr.  "   i, 
^ephed.  with  great  earnestness  ''^'     '* 
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Then  they  both  began  to  laugh,  although 
who  smiled  first  neither  could  tell. 

"  What  is  the  head  of  your  office  like  ? " 
she  asked  presently. 

"  He  is  one  of  our  rising  financiers." 

"  Is  he  tactful  ?  " 

"  He  is  the  very  soul  of  tact.  That  is  why 
he  has  been  so  successful  at  business." 

**  Are  you  fond  of  him  ?  '* 

••  I  entertain  a  very  deep  respect  for  his 
talents,  and  hope  that  I  may  turn  out  to  be 
one-half  so  clever  a  man  of  business." 

She  pursed  her  lips. 

"Your  replies,"  she  said,  "are  the  very 
essence  of  caution,  for,  whilst  they  express 
little,  they  convey  a  great  deal.  Can  you  see 
what  I  mean  ? " 

'*  1  think  so.  But  surely  we  have  talked 
of  business  long  enough.  Will  you  not  tell 
me  something  of  yourself? " 

She  closed  her  mouth  severely. 

"Would  you  like  to  know  why  I  am 
here  ?  "  she  demanded. 

He  nodded. 

"  I  am  punishing  papa." 

"  What ! " 

"  I  am  punishing   papa.     You    must  have 
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noticed    that    I    refuse    c^ 

superiority  of  your   "ex  •  ^/r^"*    th* 

doctrine  even  int^  ^^  "1^  ^  '=*">'  ">i8 

fore.  wberDana^  "^  *"»"y  «^«-    There- 

matters  L"t„Ty  ^^^^^'''7'^''  '  "^'^ 
'e««oa     He  and  T T^t  f""^  ^^''^  ^^  " 

-cie,  30  tha  whe  "f :;/j  ^^'^''f  ^-"y 

feels  it,  because  he  has  „„         "^  'l*  "'"'y" 
-.i^Ibacko.     DoyoVse^er    "'"'"""'^'^ 

Of  course ;   but  what  was  hi.  „    .•    , 
oiftnce  in  the  present  instenT^ "     *""""'" 

■tie  refused  to  tato  ,««  •  ^ 
for  a  holiday.    He  said  L        ""*  '"""''y 
busy ;  yes,  he  eve    wm  furlh""  T'^  '"^ 
"e  to  go  alone.  wh^wL  ofr  "^^  '''''^'' 
larly  foolish. "  '      *""■"*•  Particn- 

;;P.rticularly."P,roy  assented, 
ifou  see,'   she    continued     "T    „    j 
hobday  (I  know  this  for  ^^U     \  "?''   * 

"Wei  J,  then,  as  I  want*»/l  «  k  i^ 
papa  would  not  onJ.  7  *  ^''^'^*^'  ^^^ 

ahna  "  ""''  ^  ^^'"^^^^^  had  to  start 

"  What  did  he  sa^  ?  " 
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**  I  expect  he  will  say  a  great  deal  when  he 
gets  back  from  the  City  to-night.  That  will 
make  no  difference  to  me,  however,  as  I  shall 
be  in  Somerset  by  to-night." 

"  I  suppose  you  have  friends  in  Somerset  ? " 

"Oh  yes,  I  am  going  to  stay  with  my 
uncle.  I  wired  this  morning,  telling  him  to 
expect  me." 

"I  myself  am  going  to  Somerset,"  re- 
marked Percy.  "I  am  going  to  a  place 
called  Bridgwater." 

"  Well,  that  is  capital,  because  Bridgwater 
is  my  station." 

*•  Really,  then  perhaps  you  know  that  part 
of  the  country  well  ? " 

"  Of  course  I  do.  Why,  my  uncle  lives 
there,  and  I  often  go  to  stay  with  him  when 
I  am  tired  of  London." 

"Can  you  tell  me  how  far  Whitleigh  is 
from  Bridgwater  ? " 

She  opened  her  eyes. 

"  Whitleigh  !  Why,  that  is  where  my  uncle 
lives ;  that  is  where  I  am  going  to.  It  is  ten 
miles  f'om  Bridgwater,  and  you  will  have  to 
t»i^e  a  cab  which  will  crawl,  and  pay  a  fare 
which  will  stagger  you.  What  in  the  world 
are  you  going  to  Whitleigh  for  ?     There  is  no 
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^-  the..  „„,«,,  ,„„  „^  ^^^^^^^^  ^^ 

"I  am  interested  in  l«n,l  ••  i, 
with  dignity     ■■  r  k.      .        '    ^^  "nswered. 

But  what  is  ri2r    '■''■'■  *^--«-- 

Mr  Ernest  Slygne  r- she  cried      "»«  • 
»y  uncle.    Just  feney.  we  .r.  „  *  '* 

very  identical  house!"  ^"'"^  '°  '^« 

f  ercy  gaped. 

no  further.  ^' '"'«'"'•  ^nt  could  proceed 

Pe-tf/'^?r,^r'°«-'"«her. 
«?-f%gneif^>X;!f-'"at    Mr 

-telrforrjerdU'"'.  ""^  '^'''"'  ''^t- 

-,^--r;;::-tt^\r""' 

„^««  very  sorry-"  he  began        '' 
Oh  nonsense,"  she  retorted      "  f  .^  „ 
think  of  allowing  vo„   t„     f       {shall not 

^  7oa  really  mean   to   .  n  "'"  """  '»''«• 
J--  I   hamper  'i-;''"'-  i-t 

thwk  we  haye  done  anvfh,„  ^^^'  J'°" 

'"K  to  each  other  ?"^^  "''°"«  '"  'P^ik- 
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"  Not  for  a  moment,"  he  answered.  "  Yet 
there  are  some  quite  harmless  occurrences 
which,  when  repeated  to  a  third  person,  sound 
absolutely  horrid." 

**  Quite  so ;  but  suppose  they  are  not 
repeated  to  anyone,  or  only  to  people  who 
would  appreciate  the  circumstances.  Where 
is  the  harm  then  ?  " 

"  There  is  certainly  no  harm  then,"  Percy 
said. 

Miss  Slygne's  face  brightened. 

"Exactly,"  she  said.  "Now,  take  the 
present  case  as  an  illustration.  I  have 
a  dear  father  and  a  dear  uncle.  They  are 
both  dears  in  a  different  way  though,  because 
no  two  people  are  alike,  are  they  ?  " 

"  Of  course  not,"  replied  Percy,  looking  at 
her  and  thinking  of  Slygne. 

"  Weil,  then,  if  my  uncle  happens  to  be  the 
sort  of  person  who  would  understand  some- 
thing which  my  father  would  not,  surely — ** 

She  paused  and  looked  at  him.  Percy 
nodded. 

"  If  you  ai  'ucky  enough  to  possess  one 
relation  who  can  appreciate  a  true  story,"  he 
said,  "there  would  be  no  harm  in  his  hearing 
it ;    but,    as   I   am   about   to   transact  some 
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^'«  Sljrgne  laughed  merrilj,.     ^• 
decl.r4""T„/h*   P!'f«<='   •^"'''•'^.■'  'he 

7  fond  that  whatever  tln7  '"'  "'  "">• 
always  does.     Indeed  L-   ,    ?""  *°  ''»  1" 

when  I  meet  him  "  ®  ''^  *  «ood  temper 

help  you."  *"  ^    Perhapg  I  can 

"Your  father  wiahp.  f^  k 
of  land  from  yourTnd.  ^     ^^  "  ''•"'  "O"" 
purposes,  and'^If  I  c^n  '  t^r"""  '•"""*" 

'«te  my  salary  wil   Traffd  "    "  "'  "  "'"^'P 
**  Oh  I "      Qk  **»«ea. 

"I»hoddLtdrl^'7°"-" 
trouble  yourself  in  1?°^  "■■"^">g  you  to 
•'No/^nse^'^;,'';. "■«"».  ^-^  %g— 

Pewy  laughed.  ^""^  ""'"''•" 

"Thawne.'saidhe. 
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And  what  position  do  you  occupy  in  my 


father's  office  ? " 

"  I  am  the  secretary  to  his  companies." 

"  How  grand !  Do  you  sign  transfers  and 
read  Agenda  ?  " 

*•  Yes,  that  kind  of  thing." 

••  Ah,  well,  I  will  do  the  business  for  you 
like  this.  You  see,  Uncle  Ernest  will  send  his 
carriage  to  meet  me  at  Bridgwater,  and  1 
shall  reach  Whitleigh  before  you  do ;  so  by 
the  time  you  arrive  everything  shall  be 
settled." 

••  Really,  this  is  too  good  of  you !  " 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it  I  love  telling  people  to 
do  things,  and  uncle  loves  doing  what  I  tell 
him  1 " 

She  broke  into  a  merry  peal  of  laughter,  in 
which  Percy  joined  heartily.  Their  mirth 
had  scarcely  subsided  when  the  train  drew  up 
at  Swindon  platform. 
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CHAPTER   V 

ILLUSTRATES     THE     EXTENT     OF     MK    SLYGNE's 

OPERATIONS 

Percv  was  on  tenterhooks  as  the  train 
stopped  m  one  of  the  busiest  and  ugliest 
stations  in  England. 

He  glanced  at  his  companion. 

She  was  leaning  back  in  her  seat  and  held 

rT  ^Jf  ^'"'""'"^  °P«°  i»  her  hands. 
But  she  did  not  seem  to  be  much  interested 
w  the  paper.  Every  uow  and  again  she 
glanced  with   a  certain  apprehension  at  the 

ptfol       "™="  ""•="  °P«"^^  -  *°  ^h^ 
The  young  man's  heart  beat  a  little  quicker 
as  he  saw  the  dainty  head  turn  suddenly  as 
anyone  passed  the  carriage  door.    He  thought 
-and  he  hoped  he  was  not  mistaken-that 
Miss  Slygne  shared  his  own   fear  of  an  in- 
trusion.    It  was  a  comforting  thought.     For 
an  hour  Percy  had  been  congratulating  him- 
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self  upon  his  good  luck  and  realising  that  his 
elation  of  the  night  before  had  not  been 
without  a  cause.  His  star  indeed  was  in  the 
ascendent.  So  pretty  a  girl  as  Belhi  Slygne 
he  had  not  often  seen,  such  a  charming  one 
never.  Such  freshness  and  innocent  uncon- 
ventionality  were  rare  in  these  sophisticated 
days.  And  that  this  damsel  should  be  the 
daughter  of  his  astute  chief  seemed  to  point 
in  some  way — he  could  not  say  how — to 
prosperity  and  success.  The  Fates  were  with 
him.  All  these  thoughts  passed  through  his 
brain  as  the  noise  and  tumult  of  Swindon 
filled  the  carriage  with  shouts,  the  rumble  of 
trucks,  the  blowing  of  whistles,  and  the 
deafening  roar  of  escaping  steam. 

He  sat  with  one  hand  upon  the  door  handle 
of  the  carriage,  grimly  determined  to  cling  to 
it  till  the  last  moment.  He  recalled  a  plan 
of  the  London  City  man  as  he  comes  up  from 
the  suburbs  in  the  morning  with  a  foot — 
unseen  from  the  platform — tightly  wedged 
against  the  handle.  He  wished  he  had  a 
railway  key.  The  stop  at  Swindon  was 
timed  to  last  five  minutes.  Four  had  already 
gone,  and  the  young  couple  were  beginning 
to    breathe     more     freely    when     capricious 
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Fortune,  angry  at   their  seJf-congratulation, 
dealt  them  a  swinging  blow. 

A  huge,  red-headed  porter  dashed  up  to 
the  door,  opened  it  with  one  jerk  of  his 
powerful  wrist,  and  pushed  in  an  old  lady  of 
benevolent  appearance,  who,  misinterpreting 
Percy's  look  of  annoyance,  beamed  upon  liim 
with  motherly  sympathy. 

''You    look   depressed,   young   man,"  she 
said.     "Is  It  quarrelling   with  your    sweet- 
heart you've  been  ?     Ah,  but  don't  let  that 
depress  you,  for  the  quarrels  of  lovers  are  like 
the  seasoning  of  a  stuffed  chicken,  they  add 
flavour  to  the  dish.     Sure  I  remember  that  I 
and  my  dear  husband  used  to  quarrel  two  or 
three  times  a  day  before  we   were   married 
and  I  assure  you  it  made  us  grow  fonder  than 
ever  of  each  other  in  the  long  run.     There's 
nothing  like  quarrelling  with  those  whom  we 
are   fond   of;    it   strengthens  our  affections 
just  as  hardships  strengthen  our  characters. 
Of  course  you  don't  believe  me,  but  what  I'm 
telling  you  is  true  nevertheless." 

When  the  old  lady  began  to  talk  she  was 
like  some  patent  toy  which  is  wound  up,  and 
cannot  stop  until  it  has  run  the  whole  length 
of  Its  spring.     She  spoke  very  fast,  and  ran 
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her  words  into  one  another;  further,  she 
possessed  a  strong  Irish  brogue  which  served 
to  complete  the  confusion  of  her  listeners, 
who  could  barely  comprehend  one  word  out  of 
every  three  which  she  uttered. 

Percy,  making  a  brave  effort  to  disguise 
his  irritation  at  her  arrival,  answered  with 
becoming  respect, — 

'•  I  have  not  the  least  doubt  but  that  what 
you  say  is  true,  madam." 

"Ah,  well,  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  you  say 
so.  And  now,  can  you  tell  me  whether  this 
is  the  right  train  for  a  place  called  Bridg- 
water, in  the  county  of  Somerset  ?  " 

•*  It  is  the  train,"  groaned  Percy. 

"  Thank  you.  I  never  feel  certain  where 
I'm  going  to  when  I  travel  in  England,  your 
trains  have  such  an  unsympathetic  way  with 
them,  far  different  from  the  old  trains  in 
Ireland  which  I  remember  when  I  was  young. 
Why,  sure,  when  mi  father  wanted  to  catch  a 
train  on  the  railway  at  home.  (Mi  father, 
you  must  know,  was  a  Justice  of  the  Peace  for 
County  Galway,  and  a  Magistrate  into  the 
bargain).  Well,  1  say,  when  mi  father— or 
any  of  us  for  the  matter  of  that — wanted 
to  catch  one  of  these  same  trains  in  the  old 
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day«  «Vd  just  to  send  a  butler  to  the  foot 
of  the  lawn  to  signal  the  engiue-drirer,  and 
the  tram  would  stop,  sure  enough,  for  our 
convemence.  There  could  be  no  mistake  as 
to  where  you  were  going  then,  for  if  the 
engiue-dnver  eould  not  tell  you,  I'd  like  to 
know  who  eould.     Eh,  sir  ?  " 

"Exactly,"  said  Percy,  absently,  with  his 
eyes  turned  in  the  direction  of  Miss  Slygne 

fh       uT.  '"""''  "^  "    traveller?"  inquired 
the  old  lady,  impcrturbably. 

"Oh   yes,  I   travel   every  now  and  then, 
dont  you  know,"  he  answered 

" I'D  you  now  ?     But  I  don't  expect  you're 
so  great  a  traveller  as  my  son.     My  son  is  a 
hamster,  you  know,  or  „t  least  he  used  to  be 
before  he  went  on  the  stage.     Indeed,  he  was 
a  very  fine  barrister,  too,  I  can  assure  you 
Sure,  once  he  was  complimented  by  the  late 
Lord  M'Gowney  on  his  conduct  of  a  case  in 
Belfast.     I  remember  it  as  well  as  if  it  had 
happened   yesterday.     Mi  dear  boy  was  de- 
fending a  housemaid  who  had  been  charged 
w.th  stealing  eggs  from  her  master,  who  kept 
a  chicken   farm,    and   handing   them  to  her 
sweothcrt,  who.  it  was  asserted,  sold  them 
to  some  egg  dealers  in  Londonderry.     It  was 
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a  case  of  circumstantial  evidence,  and  the 
odds  were  quite  even  until  my  dear  Stephen 
brought  forward  some  customers  of  the  Derry 
egg  dealers,  who  asserted  on  oath  that  the 
eggs  purchased  by  them  from  the  firm  in 
question  were  almost  invariably  rotten. 
Then  my  boy  got  up  and  delivered  a  most 
telling  defence  for  the  poor  girl,  showing  that 
if  she  had  been  in  the  habit  of  dealing  in  the 
eggs  grown  on  her  master's  farm,  they  must 
necessarily  have  been  fresh.  For,  ye  must 
understand,  that  according  to  their  evidence, 
she  made  away  with  them  very  quickly, 
leaving  them  no  time  at  all,  at  all,  to  get  bad 
in  ;  and  as  it  is  a  known  fact  tha*^  eggs  will 
keep  several  weeks  before  they  become  per- 
ceptible, the  girl  naturally  got  acquitted  of 
the  harrowing  accusation,  and  mi  son  was 
complimented  upon  his  able  conduct  of  this 
somewhat  complicated  case." 

There  was  a  moment's  silence  whilst  she 
recovered  her  breath,  then  she  was  off 
again, — 

"Did  you  ever  by  any  chance  do  any 
chicken  farming?" 

"No,"  replied  Percy,  hastily,  and,  thinking 
to  avoid   any  further  stories   which,  in   his 
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present   frame   of  mind,   he  could    not    an- 

precmte   he  added,  "I  am  in  business." 

ahe  old  lady's  face  lit  immediately      "  Are 
ye  now,  really  ? "  she  said.     "  I've  been  want- 
ing to  meet  a  business  man  for  some   time 
lately,  for  you  must  know  that  I  have  some 
shares  which  I  don't  know  much  about,  and 
maybe  you  11  be  able  to  tell  me  something 
about  them      The  concern  is  a  gold  mine,  by 
name  the  Mount  Pisa,  and,  although  I  bowht 
the  shares  two  years  ago,  sure,  they've  never 
paid  8  dividend  over  since,  and  I'm  beginning 
to  wonder  if  they  ever  will.     I  bought  them 
on  the  advice  of  a  young  man  named   Mr 
John  Jones  whom  I  met  at  the  offices  of  the 
company  one  day,   when  I  called  to  see  Mr 
Slygue  (Who  floated  the  company,  you  must 
know),  and,  unless  I  hear  somethkg  ^ood  o 

that  1 11  be  commg  the  next  time  that  I  am 
m  London  Now,  do  you  happen  to  know 
anything  of  the  Mount  Pisa  Gold  Mine,  sir  '  " 

Percy  composed  his  features  into  a  smile  of 
professional  courtesy  before  replying. 

"The  company  you  mention,"  he  said  "is 
as  you  have  observed,  in  the  hands  of  Mr' 
Horatio  Slygue,  and  Mr  Slygne  is  one  of  our 
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rising  financiers.  He  has  devoted  his  life  to 
company  work,  and  I  therefore  think  that  it 
is  only  reasonable  to  expect  something  quite 
uncommon  from  any  company  which  actually 
has  its  headquarters  at  Mr  Slygne's  own 
of^ce.  Mr  Slygne  is  the  managing  director 
of  the  Mount  Pisa  Gold  Mine,  and  has  himself 
a  large  interest  at  stake  in  the  company.  In 
saying  this,  I  think  I  have  sufficiently  indi- 
cated what  my  own  private  opinion  is.  At 
the  same  time  you  will,  of  course,  understand 
that  I  have  no  wish  to  influence  you  unduly 
either  way  in  the  matter." 

For  the  rest  of  the  journey  Percy  was 
treated  to  an  uninterrupted  discourse  from 
the  old  lady,  dealing  with  her  children, 
ancestors  and  acquaintance.  His  cm  part 
in  the  conversation  was  limited  to  the  inter- 
jection of  a  sympathetic  yes  or  no  at  the 
proper  moments,  a  duty  which  became,  after 
a  time,  quite  mechanical  and  almost  un- 
conscious. Her  voice  seemed  to  be  more  and 
more  soothing  as  they  progressed  westward, 
and  had  it  not  been  for  Bella  Slygne  s 
presence,  Percy  must  have  infallibly  gone 
asleep.  As  it  was  he  came  to  his  senses  with 
a  perceptible   start   when   the   train  at  last 
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drew   up.   and   a   husky    voice    in    his    ear 
suddenly  ejaculated  "  Igewarter ! " 

The  old  lady  sprang  to  her  feet,  and  wish- 
ing them  a  hurried  adieu,  at  once  disappeared, 
whilst  Percy  and  Bella  alighted  somewhat 
more  slowly. 

"And   now  I  must  wish  you  au  revoir," 
she   exclaimed,   turning   to    him.       "No.    I 
shaVt  ^ant  you  to  help  me  with  my  luggage, 
thank  you  all  the  same.     Do  you  see  a  tall 
and    very    pompous    footman    behind    me? 
Yes  ?     That  is  Uncle  Ernest's  man,  so  every- 
thmg  IS  all  right,  and  by  the  time  you  find 
yourself  at    Whitleigh    Hall    I    shall    have 
settled   the    business.      Now.    go    over    the 
bridge,  and  choose  yourself  the  most  able  fly 
horse   you   can   see,    and    heaven   send   you 
patience  on  the  drive,  for  it  will  take  a  long 
long  time.  I'm  afraid  ! " 

With  that  she  turned  from  him.  and  Percy 
proceeded  to  set  about  following  her  advice, 
ihe  virtue  of  patience,  so  prettily  recom- 
mended to  him,  seemed  an  easy  one  at  that 
moment.  No  drive  could  be  too  long,  no 
horse  too  slow.  He  was  going  straight 
towards  her  once  more,  there  was  no  doubt 
about  that.     And  he  wanted  time  also,  time 
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to  recall  the  conversation  in  all  its  details, 
time  to  consider  his  position,  to  realise  that 
he  had  been  caught  up  in  an  unsuspected 
tide. 

Where  was  it  going  to  lead  him? 
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It  is  probable  that  no  county  in  England  lies 
in  such  tranquillity  and  peace  as  the  county  of 
Somerset.  It  is  like  its  own  Isle  of  Avilion— 
m  summer  at  anyr&te~.''tvhere  Jails  not  snow 
nor  ram,  nor  mist,  nor  even  wind  blows 
loudly . 

A  deep  quiet  and  somnolence  lies  over 
the  pleasant  land.  The  pastoral  people  have 
much  of  the  happy  lethargy  of  their  own 
flocks  and  herds.  The  hands  of  the  clock 
go  ronnd  slowly  to  the  humming  of  in- 
numerable summer  insects ;  the  outer  world 
may  roar  and  rave,  but  its  fierce  and  strenu- 
ous music  beats  upon  drowsy  and  unheeding 

'7''  J^^  P'^P^'  ^^^^  ^"i^t  a  crystal  barrier 
ot  indifference  between  them  and  the  roar 
of  cities,  and  against  it  the  turmoil,  the 
fever,  and  the  fret  beat  in  vain. 
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Percy  found  his  cab.  ft  was  an  ancient 
victoria,  roomy,  faded,  and  slow.  The  driver 
was  a  lean  and  sleepy  fellow  in  a  faded  blue 
coat,  trousers  of  butcher's  linen  and  a  battered 
straw  hat.  He  seemed  to  be  imbued  with 
the  dreamy  melancholy  of  a  veritable  Don 
Quixote,  and  his  tired  horse  was  an  in- 
carnation of  Rosinante  as  it  ambled  feebly 
through  the  leafy  lanes. 

How  pleasant  it  was  on  this  summer 
afternoon!  Sweet  airs  blew  from  gardens 
which  blazed  with  flowers.  The  gentle 
breezes  rustled  among  the  leaves  of  the 
sycamore  trees,  the  long  lights  poured 
through  them  and  threw  a  pattern  of  delicate 
grey  lace-work  upon  the  white  and  dusi,y 
road. 

Every  now  and  then  Percy  saw  some 
mellow  homestead  with  red-roofed  out-houses 
and  a  cluster  of  golden  hives  about  the 
door.  Or  the  slow  progress  would  take 
him  past  some  great  lodge  gate  of  twisted 
iron  between  tall  pillars  topped  with  great 
stone  balls,  or,  more  rarely,  with  heraldic 
griffins  with  outstretched  wings  and  curved 
talons.  There  would  be  a  delightful  vista 
of  a  long  avenue,  and  at  the  end,  a  mile  or 
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more  away,  a  great  grey  house  with  towers 
and  battlements.  Such  a  house,  the  young 
man  thought,  'le  would  some  day  have.  When 
some  giv^at  coup  had  made  him  a  modern 
Midas,  then  he  also  would  enjoy  the  state 
and  pomp  of  this  ordered  and  commendable 
country  life. 

It  was  very  difficult  to  believe  that 
Paddiugton,  the  City  itself,  was  so  few  hours 
away.  The  great,  throbbing  heart  of  London 
had  sounded  in  his  ears  only  on  that  morning, 
he  had  been  an  active  and  eager  part  of  it 
all.  And  now  he  was  wrapped  round  with 
the  immemorial  peace  of  this  old  garden 
county,  and  now  he  had  met  a  girl. 

Yes,  what  of  this  girl  ?  Why  did  his  face 
feel  warm  when  he  thought  of  her  ?  why  did 
his  pulse  begin  to  throb  in  an  unwonted 
movement  ? 

And  why  were  her  hands  as  white  aL  the 
milk  the  dairy-maids  were  bringing  home, 
her  eyes  like  pools  of  still  water  with  sun- 
beams irradiating  them,  her  voice  like  water 
falling  into  water  ? 

These,  and  thoughts  like  these,  passed 
through  his  brain  like  gentle  music  as  he 
went   on   his   solitary    way.      For   few   folk 
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were  abroad  upon  the  quiet  roads.  Once  a 
splendid  carriage  and  pair  drawn  by  great 
grey  horses,  with  a  liveried  footman,  passed 
him  at  a  great  rate,  as  an  Atlantic  liner 
passes  a  tramp  steamer. 

Two  old  ladies  sat  in  the  carriage,  which 
had  a  coronet  upon  its  doors.  Under  their 
parasols  Percy  could  see  that  their  faces 
were  yellow  and  their  noses  hooked.  Now 
her  face  was  like  cream  and  roses.  Then  a 
plump  clergyman  passed  him  upon  a  staid 
cob,  a  clean-shaved,  comfortable-looking  man, 
rosy  about  the  gills  and  well  thriven  upon 
the  marrow  of  the  ox. 

Two  pretty  farmers'  daughters  with  eggs 
and  butter  rolled  by  in  a  roomy  trap  and 
half  smiled  at  the  slim  young  gentleman  in 
the  station  cab.  And  that  was  all.  There 
was  little  human  incident  to  distract  his 
thoughts.  But  as  he  passed  the  last  mile- 
stone before  his  destination,  Percy  pulled 
himself  together,  c.d  befitted  the  commissioner 
of  Mr  Horatio  Slygne,  and  forced  his  vagrant 
fancies  into  a  more  mundane  channel.  Whit- 
leigh  was  near. 

No  one  had  ever  ventured  to  accuse  Whit- 
leigh  of  being  up-to-date ;  such  an  accusation 
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would  have  been  absurd  on  the  face  of  it, 
since  Whitleigh  scorned  that  turmoil  which 
men  call  progress,  electing  rather  to  live 
to-day  as  it  had  lived  yesterday. 

The   occupation    of    the    inhabitants  was 
agriculture,  and  their  drink  the  juice  of  the 
apple.      This,    a    beverage    that   makes   for 
content,   would   seem  to  have  been   coupled 
with  the  ploughshare  by  a  kind  Providence, 
in  order  that  mortal  eyes  might  not  recog- 
nise all  the  limitations  of  the  latter  imple- 
ment.     The   toilers   of  Whitleigh,  at  least, 
appeared   to   take   this  view  of  the  case,  if 
one  might  judge  from  their  attitude  towards 
the   cider-keg.      Should   you   pass  the    low 
wall  of  the  "Sphere  Inn"  upon  any  day  of 
the  week,  a  possee  of  Whitleans  was  certain 
to  be  collected  there,  considering  the  weather's 
possibilities — and  their  diurnal  mugs  of  cider. 
When  the  skies  looked  threatening  and  the 
cider  was  good,  they  would  remain  patiently 
at  the  • '  Sphere  "  to  watch  for  rain.     When  the 
skies  were  bright  and  the  cider  very  good, 
they  would  remain,  with  equal  patience,  to 
make  certain   of  the   elements   before  com- 
mencing work.     That  low  wall  bounded  the 
oasis  of  their  lives. 
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It  was  at  the  "  Sphere  "  that  Percy  drew  up 
this  evening.  Gathering  that  the  "Sphere 
Inn"  was  a  social  institution  of  the  place, 
he  decided  to  take  a  bedroom  there,  certify 
himself  about  the  land  question,  and  then 
proceed  to  the  Hall  and  interview  Mr  Ernest 
Slygne  about  his  business.  He  did  not  take 
these  precautions  because  he  mistrusted  his 
fair  coadjutor,  but  rather  from  his  know- 
ledge of  her  father.  Of  course,  Miss  Slygne 
might  arrange  the  business  for  him  as  she 
had  promised,  but,  on  the  other  hand,  she 
might  not,  and  in  either  case  his  primary 
duty  was  to  discover  what  price  per  acre 
land  in  mid-Somerset  was  actually  sold  for. 

It  was  not  without  some  misgivings  that 
ne  walked  up  the  long  drive  leading  to 
Whitleigh  Hall  upon  this  eventful  evening. 
For,  besides  the  charming  picture  of  Bella 
Slygne,  there  also  rose  in  his  mind  the 
figure  of  an  irate  "Uncle  Ernest,"  who 
seemed  to  ask  unanswerable  questions  and 
threaten  fearful  things.  On  setting  out  from 
the  "Sphere,"  Percy  had  been  quite  hopeful 
as  to  the  result  of  his  business;  by  the 
time  he  reached  Ernest  Slygne's  front  door 
he  considered  the  issue  more  than  doubtful. 
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It  was  a  beautiful  and  mellow  spot,  this 
country  mansion  to  which  he  had  come.     He 
looked  over  a  broad  and  level  lawn,  which  the 
care  of  centuries  had  smoothed  and  rolled  to 
a  delicious  level  and  greenness.     Beyond  was 
a  wide  and  irregular  avenue,  bordered  by  elms 
grown  to  a  stately  maturity,  and  further  still 
was  an  unbroken  piece  of  wide  upland,  tree 
studded,   with  old   farms   nestling  here  and 
there,  dignified,  ancient,  English.     The  house 
was  Tudor,  grey,  mullioned  and  covered  with 
dark,  shining  ivy,  the  leaves  of  which  in  their 
rich   lustre    seemed    as    if   they    had    been 
cunningly  enamelled  or  japanned. 

Over  the  great  doorway  was  carved  the 
motto  of  the  Slygnes.  Percy  knew  it  was 
the  family  motto  because,  once  or  twice,  notes 
had  come  to  the  office  from  Mr  Slygne's  West 
End  house  to  say  that  he  would  not  be  in  the 
City  that  day. 

"  £sse  quam  videri  /  " 

"  To  be  rather  than  to  seem  !  "     Well,  that 
might  be  the  legend  of  the  family  in  the  past 
might  still  be  applicable  to  this  old  mansion 
and   the   dwellers   there,    but  it   was   oddly 
incongruous  in   Burdett  Street !    He  hadn't 
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even  thought  of  it  before.  The  humour  of 
such  a  legend  on  Mr  Horatio  Slygne's  note- 
paper  had  not  struck  him.  But  here,  he 
began  to  realise  it,  something  odd  was  come 
to  his  point  of  view.  The  City  didn't  seem 
<iuite  the  happy  and  glorious  hunting-ground 
that  it  usually  did  to  him. 

*•  To  be  rather  than  to  seem ! "  Percy  thought 
of  the  Mount  Pisa  Gold  Mine,  the  Wild  West 
Oil  Corporation,  the  Young  Companies'  Pro- 
pagation Syndicate,  and,  as  the  same  pompous 
footman  that  he  had  seen  at  the  station 
opened  the  huge  oak  door,  Percy  blushed. 

He  crossed  a  large  hall  with  a  wide  stair- 
way leading  up  to  a  gallery  which  ran  round 
it.  Suits  of  armour  stood  round  the  panelled 
walls,  and  some  tattered  banners  hung  from 
them  here  and  there. 

Percy  was  shown  into  the  study,  a  long, 
low  room,  panelled  in  white  and  with  Jacobean 
carving  on  the  pillars  of  the  bookshelves  and 
the  supports  of  the  high  mantelshelf. 

Here,  for  five  minutes  or  so,  the  young 
man  waited  the  arrival  of  Mr  Ernest  Slygne. 

Mr  Ernest  Slygne  entered  the  room  briskly. 
He  was  a  large  man  ;  Percy  could  not  help 
noticing  that.     His   head    was  covered  with 
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thick,  brow,,  hair,  and  hia  clfan-shaven  face 
wore  an  expression  of  great  good  temper.  He 
was  not  very  like  Mr  Horatio  Slygne,  except 
that  „s  eye  sl,o„e  with  the  same  peculiar 
tw.ukle,wh,ch  led  some  people  to  describe  the 
financier  as  "good-natured."  Percy,  how- 
ever,  knowing  the  breed  as  he  did,  was  not  in 
tbe  least  reassured  by  that  twinkle 

They  sat  down  opposite  one  another,  and 
M'  Slygne  proceeded  to  read  the   letter  of 
mtroducfon  which  Percy  had  handed  to  him 
Then    dropp,ng  the  note  upon  the  table,  he 

bent  forward  and  said, 

"So  you've  come  down  from  my  brother  to 
obtain  a  few  acres  of  ground  from  me  at  a 
pri'-e  to  be  arranged  between  us  ?  " 
Percy  bowed. 

thi  ^r  '    ^V'  ""'  "'"■y  ^"y  ">«*  one  gets 
the   chance   of  selling  land  to  so  wealthy  a 

man  as  my  urother,  eh  ?  " 

"That  is  the  view  which  Mr  Horatio  Sly/jne 
seemed  to  think  you  might  take,"  answeL 

'•Oh,  he  did,   did  he?     Well,  and  is  it 
not  a  very  natural  and  proper  view  to  take, 

Percy  smiled  languidly. 
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'•  I  suppose  it  is  natuml,"  he  admitted. 

"  But  not  proper,  you  mean  to  say  ? " 

'*  Mr  Horatio  Slygne  does  not  think  so." 

"  Indeed.     And  what  do  you  think  ?  " 

'•  I  permit  myself  no  thoughts  in  the 
matter,  sir.  I  am  here  solely  as  your 
brother's  agent." 

"Ha,  ha!  That's  right  enough;  yes, 
certainly,  that's  very  righl.  But  now,  as  to 
terms  ;  what  have  you  got  to  say  there  ?  " 

"  Mr  Horatio  Slygne,  upon  whose  behalf  I 
am  acting,"  replied  Percy,  suavely,  "has 
instructed  me  to  lay  particular  stress  upon 
the  fact  that  he  could  not  entertain  the  idea 
of  paying  a  heavier  price  than  that  which 
rules  in  the  country  at  present." 

Ernest  Slygne  smiled  very  broadly. 

"  Horatio's  come  down  in  the  world  then, 
has  he  ?    Business  bad,  eh  ? " 

•'Money  is  very  'dear'  just  now,  sir,  and 
Mr  Slygne  happens  to  have  a  good  deal  of 
capital  tied  up,  one  way  or  another.  Conse- 
quently, although  his  financial  position  is 
sound  enough,  he  cannot,  for  the  moment, 
command  sufficient  ready  money  to  warrant 
his  paying  fancy  prices  for  anything." 

There  was   something   in  this  idea  which 
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seemed  to  tickle  Eriiest  Slygne  vastly,  and 
several  moments  elapsed  before  he  poke 
again.  ^ 

;'  But  how  are  you  to  know  whether  the 
price  I  ask  is  high  or  low  ? "  said  he.  -  What 
do  you  know  about  land  near  here,  I  should 
hke  to  know  ?  You  may  know  th;  price  of 
Mount  Pisas-ha,  ha,  ha.-but  the  121  of 
land  at  Whitleigh-eh  ?-eh  ? " 

Percy  gazed  into  space  abstractedly.  His 
glance  was  one  of  patience  and  at  the  same 
time  almost  of  reproach 

'■Of  course,"  said   he.   "it  is  not  in   the 
nature  of  things  that  I  she-  Id  know  as  much 
about  the  value  of  land  in  Somerset  as  you 
do.       But    m   regard   to  your  price,   I  do 
happen  to  know  something.     You  see  I  have 
been  in  this  county  now  for  several  hours 
and  during  that  time  I  have  stopped  at  one 
village  mn.     There  I  have  had  the  pleasure 
of  meeting  one.  Bill  Crowse,  who  lived-and 
still    l,ves-at    Whitleigh,    and    who   is    a 
tenant  of   yours.       I    naturally    discovered 
something  about  the  price  of  land  round  here. 
And  any  further  knowledge  which  I  required 
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was  supplied  to  me,  very  shortly  after  my 
arrival  at  the  "  Sphere  Inn  "  by  several  other 
people  whom  I  interviewed.  Should  you, 
therefore,  demand  a  higher  price  from  Mr 
Horatio  Slygne  than  you  would  from,  say — 
Farmer  Layne  or  old  Bill  Crowse — I  shall  be 
compelled  to  ask  you  to  reconsider  this 
question  before  we  can  possibly  come  to 
terms." 

To  Percy's  surprise,  when  he  ceased  speak- 
ing, Ernest  Slygne  leant  back  in  his  chair 
and  burst  out  laughing. 

"Now,  that's  good,"  he  said,  slapping  his 
knee.  "  Damme,  that's  very  good.  Upon 
my  soul,  Mr  Thawne,  you're  a  worthy  pupil 
of  Horatio's,  hang  me,  if  you  ain't !  Why, 
you  can't  be  more  than  eight-and-twenty,  are 
you  ? " 

Percy  shook  his  head. 

•'  No !  By  Jove,  I  wonder  what  you'll  be 
at  thirty ! " 

There  ensued  a  few  moments'  silence ;  the 
thought  of  Percy  at  the  age  of  thirty 
evidently  impressed  Mr  Ernest  Slygne,  for  he 
regarded  the  young  man  pensively  for  some 
moments.  Then  he  began  to  speak  again, 
smiling  as  he  did  so. 


ij 


'°*  SHARKS 

brothers  tram.ng.  Mr  Thawne ;  but  as  for  the 

present  case  well,  ifs  settled  you  must  know 
Bless  yon,  Bella  and  I  fixed  it  all  up  half  an 
hour  ago,  and  I  am  going  to  sell  my  brother 
a  couple  of  fields  at  a  price  which  shall  t 

»t,sfactory  to   all  concerned.     You  shall,  in 
feet  h        „  ,„  f„^  ^^^  ^  n 

mth,s  district,  and  if  that  won't  suit  you,  I 
don  t  know  what  will,  eh  ?  " 

"  I  need  scarcely  say  that  what  you  suggest 
will  be  perfectly  satisfactory  to  Mr  Hor!  o 
Slygne,  and  I  must  thank  you  for  the  sport- 
ing way  ,n  which  you  have  met  me,"  answered 
Percy,  with  a  smile.  "werea 

_    ''Not  a   bit  of  it."  returned  Mr  Slygne. 
Jou  ve  got  to  thank  my  niece,  Bella,  for  this, 
not   me      Why,   you'd   have  probably  gone 
away  with  a  flea  in  your  ear,  had  you  c^ome 
down  here  alone  and  tried  to  hustle  me  into 
such  a  bargain.     I  should  have  refused  to  sell 
you  any  land  at  all,  very  likely.     But  when 
It  comes  to  Bella-ah.  there  you  have  me,  I 
admit.     Bella  is  irresistible.     Well,  anyhow 

end  of  ,t.     Where  is  your  portmanteau,  eh  » 
Of  course  you  re  going  to  stay  the  night,  after 
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having  come  all  this  distance  ?  What !  left 
your  bag  at  the  "  Sphere  "  ?  You  seem  precious 
fond  of  these  country  inns,  young  man. 
However,  we'll  soon  have  it  fetched  round 
from  there,  and,  meanwhile,  there's  just  time 
for  a  cigarette  before  we  get  ready  for  dinner. 
Have  no  dress  clothes  with  you  ?  What  does 
that  matter  ?  The  dinner  will  be  just  the 
same,  dress  or   io  dress." 

He  rang  t'  e  bell,  and  gave  orders  for 
Percy's  bag  to  be  fetched,  and  tb  while 
they  waited,  he  and  Percy  disouscid  the 
crops,  and  the  rainfall,  and  the  prospects  of 
the  partridge  season,  until  presently  a  gong 
sounded,  and  they  both  went  upstairs  to  get 
ready. 

The  stars  in  their  courses  were  still  fighting 
for  the  secretary. 
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CHAPTER    VII 

QUICK   WORK 

The   b.g  diumg-room,   which   was.   in    fact 
used  and  the  party  sat  at  a  round  table  in  a 
r  to'-t^ri^^"^  '^"""-'  '^'"''  °^-'' 
The  evening  sunlight  poured  into  the  place 
making   the  candles  in   their    heavy    MW 
holders  seem  wan  and  pale.    Percy  Vs  in 
troduced  to  Mrs  Slygne,  a  charmin/ oM  lady 
with  an  abundance  of  snow-white  hair.    She 
vvas  very  gentle  and  sympathetic  and  made 
the  young  man  feel  at  .ome  immediately 

And  how  different  this  atmosphere  was 
from  that  of  London !  Business,  stocks,  shar 
eompames  were  all  unknown   to  th^se  de 

them  and  were  not  mentioned  at  all. 
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Instead,  Percy  found  himself  telling  of 
hie  school  and  Oxford  days,  his  success  at 
racquets  and  his  old  love  of  sport,  which 
seemed  now  to  be  almost  dead  within  him, 
or  banished  by  the  exigencies  of  his  life  in 
town. 

He  saw  that  he  was  interesting  his  hosts 
and  their  niece,  that  they  regarded  him  as 
one  of  themselves.  Mr  Slygne  of  London,  on 
the  other  '  ind,  while  realising  that  Percy 
was  a  gent  .;man  and  of  decent  birth,  had 
never  made  any  social  advances  to  him  out- 
side the  office. 

There  were  trout  caught  locally  there  was 
a  pair  of  leverets  shot  the  estate,  the 
vegetables  came  from  Mr  ague's  gardens, 
the  bread  was  baked  in  his  own  kitchens.  It 
was  a  meal  which  had  been  produced  entirely 
on  the  land  of  its  host,  as  he  told  Percy,  and 
It  had  a  peculiar  charm  which  was  in  thorough 
keeping  with  the  sense  of  hien-itre  that  the 
young  man  felt. 

And  Pol  Roger  on  ice  is  certainly  a  tonic 
beverage,  which  will  banish  melancholy  as 
few  others  can  do. 

If  Bella  Slygne  had  looked  pretty  in  her 
travelliug  dress,  Percy  thought  her  radiantly 
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lovely  DOW.  She  wore  black,  her  corsage  was 
framed  in  gauzy  chiffon,  from  which  her  white 
and  shnder  neck  gleamed  like  a  tower  of 
ivory. 

It  was  obvious  that  the  old  couple  idolised 
their  niece.  Their  admiring  glance  waited  on 
her  every  movement.  Childless  themselves, 
Bella  filled  the  place  of  a  daughter  to  them. 
Every  sentence  that  fell  from  her  lips  was 
received  with  eager  interest.  Her  mildest 
jests  excited  inordinate  laughter. 

It  was  pleasant  to  see  how  Miss   Slygne 
received  all  this  worship.     Percy  watched  her 
loving  smiles  as  she  talked  to  the  old  lady 
her  bright  interest  in  all  her  uncle's  country 
news.     The  analytic   habit  was  still   strong 
within  him.     Generally,  as  he  had  found  on 
his  way  through  life,  the  more  he  analysed 
and   dissected  his   fellow-creatures   the    less 
worthy   he   found  them.     As  Tom   Thurnall 
said  of  his  chemicals,  "the  more  one  analyses 
them  the  worse  they  smell ! " 

But  here  and  now  he  was  quick  to  mark 
each  favourable  sign,  each  indication  of  per- 
fection. By  the  time  of  dessert  Percy  Tha  wne 
knew  that  he  had  found  the  paragon  of  girls 
at  last. 
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The   ladies    went    away,    and    the   butler 
brought  in  coffee  in   odd   little  silver  cups 
massive  and   of  a   favourite   design   in    the 
Caroline  period. 

Percy  leant  back  in  his  chair.  An 
excellent  cigar  was  in  his  mouth,  his  whole 
physical  being  had  been  flattered  into  a 
moment  of  intense  ease  by  the  pleasant 
meal  and  kindly  talk. 

He  stretched  out  his  legs  under  the  table 
and  knew  that  everything  was  for  the  best 
m  the  best  of  all  possible  worlds. 

Old  Mr  Slygne  made  most  of  the  conversa- 
tion and  was  very  well  content  to  do  so.  If 
a  man  of  a  certain  age  may  not  hold  forth  a 
little  over  his  port,  then,  indeed,  he  is  hardly 
treated.  His  opinion  of  his  young  guest, 
favourable  from  the  first,  rose  immensely  as 
he  noticed  the  grave  attention  and  interest 
with  which  his  remarks  were  received. 

Nowadays,  when  the  manners  of  youth  are 
by  no  means  what  our  grandfathers  tell  us 
they  once  were,  an  old  gentleman  who  re- 
ceives an  unaccustomed  deference  is  naturally 
pleased. 

And  it  was  not  for  nothing  that  Percy 
Thawne  had  spent  some  months  learning  the 
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^vtter  xn  modo  at  the  Bnrdett  Street 
Company  factory.  Tact  was  the  greater  part 
of  the  stock-m-trade  to  be  found  there,  and 
he  was  tactfnl  in  much  less  easy  and  pleasant 
circumstances  than  this. 

But  his  thoughts  were  very  far  away  from 

the  hunting  and  shooting  stories  of  his  past 

which  appeared  to  give  him  so  much  pleasure. 

This  night  he  feit  that  he  was  walking  on  air 

among  rosy-bosomed  clouds.    His  mind  always 

worked  rapidly  ;  to-night  it  was  rushing  into 

the  future  at  tremendous  speed.     Visions  of 

a^very  glorious   order  indeed    occupied   his 

Some  may  smile,  others  sneer,  a  few  will 
appreciate  and  understand  the  swift  blood  of 

quite  determined  to  marry  Miss  Bella  Slygne  ! 
At  last  the   old   gentleman   proposed    an 

adjournment  The  two  men  went  into  the 
te  race  drawing-room,  a  room  furnished  in 
delicate  blues  and  greys.  Miss  Slygne  was 
seated  at  the  piano,  trifling  with  th!  notes 

ITZu^''  ^''"y  """^  ^«^  """l*  entered. 
Mr   Thawne,"   said    Mrs    Slygne,   in  a 
delicate  and  refined  voice,  which  her  friends 
said  always  suggested  the  clinking  of  porce- 
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^in  cups  one  against  the  other,  "Mr 
Thawne,  you  have  not  yet  seen  the  gardens. 
And  as  you  say  you  must  get  back  to  town 
to-morrow-though  it  seems  a  pity  that  you 
should  go  so  soon-you  won't  have  time  to 
see  them  unless  you  do  so  to-night.  We  are 
very  proud  of  the  gardens,  you  know,  and 
you  ought  not  to  miss  them.  Bella  darling 
suppose  you  take  Mr  Thawne  round." 

The  old  gentleman,  who  generally  took  a 
short  nap  after  dinner,  composed  himself  to 
It  ma  brocaded  chair.  Mrs  Slygne  took  up 
the  Spectator,  and  Percy  stepped  out  into 
the  warm  night  with  his  guide. 

It  was  one  of  those  serene  and  perfect 
summer  evenings  that  are  .are,  even  in 
il-ngland.  A  huge,  honey-coloured  moon  hung 
low  m  the  sky  and  poured  sheets  of  silver 
along  the  avenues  and  terraces.  In  a  distant 
wood  a  nightingale  was  singing,  and  the 
sound  came  over  the  velvet  lawns  like  the 
sound  of  fairy  flutes. 

The  heavy  air  was  scented  with  innumer- 
able blooms  that  give  up  their  perfume  to 
welcome  the  night.  Now  and  then  a  cock- 
chafer boomed  athwart  their  faces  as  they 
strolled    along,    the   sudden   organ-note,    re^ 
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ceding  as  suddenly,    being  almost  startling 
m  the  silence  of  the  beautiful  night. 

Again  the  fates  seemed  at  work  upon  the 
destiny  of  this  fortunate  young  man.  Here 
was  a  night  for  lovers,  a  night  stolen  straight 
from  the  mysterious  kingdom  of  Romance- 
that  kingdom  where  all  the  inhabitants  are 
lovers  and  all  nights  scented,  languorous,  and 
neart-hallowing. 

•'  Oh.  how  beautiful  it  is ! "  Bella  said  at 
length  very  gently,  and  with  a  kind  of  awe 
m  her  voice. 

Percy  thought  the  serious  note  in  her  was 
inexpressibly  sweet. 

"If  it  would  only  last!"  he  said.  Then 
there  was  a  silence  again.  Both  the  young 
people  were  unconscious  of  banality.  Each 
believed  the  other  had  said  something  poetic 
and  profound.  Percy  thought  of  Rosalind 
or  Juliet,  she  of  Romeo  or  young  Orlando  in 
the  magic  woodland  court. 

Such  is  the  influence  of  the  "  best-beloved 
night ! " 

But  a  natural  caution,  which  is  implanted 
m  the  heart  of  all  nice  maidens  when  a  man's 
voice  falls  a  full  tone  and  she  is  alone  with 
bim  in  the  night,  came  '     33lla.     She  pouted 
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"You  men  are  never  contented,"  she  said. 
"Even  upon  such  a  night  as  this  you'll  be 
thinking  of  the  high  noon.  How  horrible ! 
The  mere  thought  of  the  blazing,  yellow  sun 
seems  vulgar  and  wrong  to-night." 

"No,"  Percy  said,  "I  am  thinking  of  the 
high  noon,  but  not  in  the  way  you  mean. 
I'm  dreading  it." 

"Well,  then,  why  not  make  the  most  of 
the  present?" 

He  looked  down  at  her  where  she  stood, 
with  the  moonbeams  on  her  eyes  and  hair. 

"How  I  long  to ! "  he  whispered. 

She  tilted  up  her  chin,  and  looked  at  him. 

"  Talking  of  to-morrow  is  not  making  the 
best  of  to-day,"  she  said. 

"Let  to-morrow  go  hang,"  he  answered. 
"  One  moment  like  this  is  worth  a  thousand 
to-morrows.     Don't  you  think  so  ? " 

"Look  at  the  moon!"  exclaimed  Bella, 
suddenly.  "How  beautifully  it  shows  up 
the  leaves  of  that  old  oak  tree." 

He  bent  his  head  to  see  where  she  was 
pointing,  and  then  somehow  a  golden  curl 
was  tickling  his  cheek. 

"Don't  you  admire  the  moon  when  it  is 
between  branches  like  that,  Miss  Slygne  ? " 
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"Oh  yes,  it  is  sweet—" 

lieht'^wl^  ""'  "  T°""'*'«  "*■"  '"  'Ws  moon. 
>^ghWonh^yearsofti.ed„,lo]ds«.sM„er- 

"MissSIygne." 
"Yes." 

''I  am  the  secretary  of  three  companies 
in  a  year  or  two—"  ""ipanies. 

"A    glow-worm  f    A    ffIowwni.»*.f"       •   i 
B  lla      '<Ja  ;4.       X  iM      6^°^  worm!      cried 

"No;  I  hate  them." 
"  Why  ? " 

''Because  they  are  always  in  the  way." 

n..K  .  "^'"^  ^°"  ^^  '^^t  possess  a  sym- 

pathe  ic  nature  if  you  dislike  glow-worms  "  «T" 
remarked  sadlv      "  T  «m  ^-  •  worms,   she 

"Oh  J.^  /»°idisappomtedinyou." 
^h,  please,  don't  say  that" 

"But  I  am."  ^ 

Wiiat  does  It  matter?" 
"Nothing— to  you." 
"And  you?" 
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•'More  than  anything." 
"  Why  ?  " 

"Come  nearer  and  I  will  tell  you." 
" No.     Tell  me  while  I  stand  here." 
"I  can't;  my  enemy  would  hear  me." 

"  Your  enemy  ?     Who  is  your  enemy  ? " 

"The  glow-worm,  of  couise." 

'•Bother  the  glow-worm." 

"  1  thought  you  loved  him  ? " 

"  So  I  do,  but  I  want  you  to  tell  me—*' 

"What?" 

"How  should  I  know?" 

"Come  nearer,  and  I  will  tell  you." 

She  took  one  step  in  his  direction. 

"  Nearer !  I  can't  tell  you  so.  The  bats 
are  out,  and  the  nightingales  are  beginning 
to  sing,  and  the  moon  is  looking  in  at  us 
through  those  leaves  overhead -- and  alto- 
gether you  must  be  near  me  before  I  can 
tell  you,  Miss  Slygne!" 

"  Yes." 

"  May  I  say  Bella  ?  The  other  is  so  long, 
and  Bella  is  such  a  lovely  name.  WouP  you 
mind  if  I  said  Bella  ? " 

"I  couldn't  tell  until  I  heard  you  say  it  " 
"Bella." 
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''I>o  I  say  it  nicely?" 

"Itbinkitseemsnice." 
'OhBeJJa!" 

"  WeJI  ? " 

ears  with  her  fingers.  ^^^^  ^*^ 

"Oh,  what  do  T  »»,.  <•„, 
companies » "  «!,«     •  j  ^°'""  fetched 

liames  she  cried  impatiently  "DonV 
be  so  proud  of  your  position.  Do  you  thTJ 
I  came  nearer  to  h»  f^u     il  ^      """'^ 

companies «    I  will   K  t'"'"""^  ^''*''«''« 

fromyoaifvoi.r\  '\'''*"=  '*''«"  '"'«y 
p  ^  ■*, "  y°"  mention  them  to  me  acain  i  » 
Percy  looked  comically  distressed     ^ 

-ii,"rpa.'°'*"^°"="''°**''''-««'-" 

"  I  will !  •• 
«P-H  again.     Say  that  we  shalltt  pa^l^ 


QUICK  WORK  „7 

say  you  will  try  and  love  me-say  you  do 
not  despise  or  misunderstand  me-say  one 
word,   and   together   we   can   laugh    at    the 
who  e  world  if  it  tries  to  part  us.     Bella 
what  can  you  say  to  me,  dearest  ? " 

The  chin  needed  no  tilting  this  time.  It 
was  already  at  an  angle.  The  lips,  so  sweet 
and  smiling,  moved  bewitchingly, 

"I  think,"  she  whispered,   "that  you  are 
•  .  •  a  perfect  darling.  ...  But 
"  But  what,  love  ? " 

"But  I   shall   expect  you   to   like   glow- 
worms m  future  I " 
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CHAPTER    VIII 

A  CONVERSATION  OF  EXTHBME  MOMEKT 

*'eSrofB^2;trrr"^"'° 

ence  of  the  night  before  w':  7?       "P'"" 
struck  a  eertaLhilfr;h:ilr"'''^'''"'' 

<>a.af^i3:si„ts:.'^f-*''« 

very  eommouplace  and  dull  ^  J  "  '"T^ 
gone  from  it,  he  thouit  and  tS  T  ^"^ 
noises  of  London  werValit"  h.?'^''''' ''"'^ 
aympathetic  and  alie    to tf,  .td   "^.7 

wind  ^g,;'r  \t^  ^^  ^''^  *^-g''t  th" 
was  here  thafth     tey  wS^'^ir"''' '' 
-JoortohappinessUtBr.:;^ 

with  P^fes^PeTtVi:  '"•''-- -« 


ii8 


■*^*F-'^-*- 


A  CONVERSATION  OF  MOMENT  ,,9 
The  clerk  told  him  that  the  Professor  had 
been  m  Burdett  Street  all  day  and   that, 
though  numerous  callers  had  been,  Mr  Slyene 
would  see  none  of  them.     "  There's  sometWng 
big  on,    said  the  young  man,  knowingly,  and 
wuh  an  after-sigh  of  envy  as  he  realifed  how 
1.  tie  difference  the  biggest  coup  of  Burdett 
Street  won  d  ever  make  to  his  own  meagre 
alary  of  thirty  shillings  a  week.    Percy  went 
m  to  his  chief 

The  room  certainly  bore  the  impression  of 
an  important  confabulation.  Piles  of  papers 
covered  the  table  ;  plans,  drawings,  and  sheet! 
o    iigures   lay   upon  the   chairs.     Both    Mr 

^iri  ".  ^r^^"^"  ^*°''1"«  '""t^d  pale 
and    tired.     Their   faces    were   set  in  that 

rigidity  that  stern  and  unremitting  application 
to  one  thought  gives.  There  was  even  a 
suppressed  excitement  in  their  manner,  Percy 
imagined,  as  he  entered. 

He  reported  the  satisfactory  result  of  his 
bnsmess  and  was  only  commended.  But  he 
saw  that  the  financier  was  very  little  in- 
terested m  the  land  question  at  that  moment 
His  remarks  were  perfunctory  and  his 
thoughts  were  obviously  elsewhere. 

"W'-l,  then,  that  is  all  right,  Thawne,"  he 
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concluded.  "  Give  me  the  title-deeds  when 
my  solicitor  sends  them  to  you  and  I  will  put 
them  in  the  safe.  That  is  all.  I  think.  Hope 
you  enjoyed  the  little  excursion.  See  that  I 
am  not  disturbed  again,  will  you  ? " 

Percy  went  away  to  his  room. "   Aguin  the 
fascination  of  City  life   began  to  grip  him. 
What  were  these  two  doing  or  concocting  ? 
He   would  have  given   almost  anything    to 
know.     He  had  not  the  remotest  idea  of  the 
nature  of  the   business   that  was  occupying 
Slygne's   attention.     But   that  it   was  alto! 
getht/  exceptional,  and  out  of  the  common 
way,  he  was  well  aware.     Slygne  was  by  no 
means  the  kind  of  man  to  waste  six  hours  a 
day  upon  any  financial  scheme  which  would 
not  yield  a  very  handsome  return  for  his  pains. 
'Hes  discovered  some  new  El  Dorado,"  he 
thought.     "  Some  quite  unexploited  source  of 
wealth.     Or  at  least  he's  discovered  the  key 
to  El  Dorado.      Everyone    knows    that   El 
Dorado  has  changed  its  name.     It  is  called 
the  'British  Public 'now!" 

Then  he  remembered  that  he  was  due  that 
evening  to  dine  with  the  odd  journalist  he 
had  discovered  in  the  Fleet  Street  bar.  By 
this  time  Mr  John  Blaber  must  have   had 
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his  interview  with  Slygne,  and  probably  the 
financier  8  directions  would  very  considerably 
brighten    the    present    obscurity.       It    was 
certainly  a  great  stroke  of  luck  to  meet  the 
fiidden   genius  who  wrote   the   prospectuses. 
•I'ercy  quite  realised  the  value  of  the  know- 
ledge.    Slygne  had  always  jealously  preserved 
the  secret   of  his   valuable  discovery    from 
everyone      It   was  a   tremendous  advantage 
to  know  the  truth,  and  especially  to  know  it 
without  Mr  Slygne  suspecting  his  kno;^  ledge. 
It  strengthened  the  secretary's  hand. 

For  he  saw  very  clearly  that  the  future 
would  of  necessity  be  somewhat  of  a  contest 
between  himself  and  Slygne.  He  had  no 
Illusions  about  his  chief,  and  was  perfectly 
aware  that  he  could  only  expect  to  do  well 
by  him  by  the  exercise  of  constant  vigilance 
and  cunning.  It  was  diamond  cut  diamond 
ail  through. 

He  smiled  as  he  realised  how  strong  his 
hand  already  seemed  to  be  becoming.  And 
as  he  thought  of  Bella,  of  the  velvety,  scented 
lawn  in  the  moonlight,  he  smiled  again, 
though  this  time  it  .™s  with  a  certair 
anxiety. 

But  what  was  going  on  ?    That  was  the 
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immediate  and  all-i^portant  question.  What 
was  the  new  company  to  sell  or  exploit  or 
pretend  to  sell  and  exploit « 

ha?hr"^'!r'  •"  «"'''•  ^°^^  i"  England 
had  been  tried  once  or  twice.     A  gentleman 

St         "*■  •";'  "'"^^  "  very  comfortable 

out  t  fl!"^  t"'  "^^"'"^  '"  ^°"''»"-  He  had 
put  It  there  himself  originally. 

But  Percy  knew  that  the  "gold  in 
England"  story  no  longer  received  any 
ore^ence  by  the  public.  It  was  quite  played 
out  as  a  workable  scheme.  Oil  ?  No  h 
coud  not  be  oil  either.  Oil  in  Somerset  wa 
rather  too  much.  His  thoughts  turned  to 
radium.  There  might  be  something  in  that 
perhaps,   though   it   was    difficult    to    know 

thmg.  Still,  there  was  the  discovery  that  the 
precious  and  mysterious  substance  had  been 
found  m  the  waters  of  Bath.  There  was  a 
possibility   of  radium.     And,   to  be  sure,  it 

Yef  1  .rr'  '"''S°'fi'=«'''  f^n^ng  scheme. 
Ket,  in  that  case,  why  had  he  not  been  com- 
missioned to  procure  more  land  ?  Twenty 
acres  for  an  agricultural  company  I  No  it 
was   not   that.      Slygne's   transactions   ,'ere 
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ever   large   and    splendid,   conducted    on    a 
broad  and  princely  scale. 

And  with  these  distracting  thoughts,  which 
banished  cv.^13  love  from  the  young  man's 
brain  for  a  time,  tlu.'  latter  part  of  the  after- 
noon pa£:^ed  slowly  away.  And,  however 
much  he  racked  his  brains  to  account  for 
that  solemn  council,  which  was  going  on 
upstairs,  he  was  quite  unable  Jo  do  so. 

At  about  five  —  indeed  the  hour  was 
actually  striking  from  the  clock  of  the  Royal 
Exchange,  and  all  the  city  churches  were 
following  suit— there  was  a  movement  of  feet 
and  the  shutting  of  a  door  overhead. 

Then  Pentique  came  downstairs,  followed 
by  Slygne.  The  latter  looked  into  Percy's 
room  on  his  way  out. 

"I  shall  not  be  back  to-day,"  he  said,  "as 
Professor  Pentique  is  coming  home  to  dine 
with  me.  Please  have  his  office  rung  up,  and 
tell  them  not  to  expect  him  back  either. 
Good-night." 

Percy  himself  went  to  deliver  the  telephone 
message.     He  was  feeling  restless. 
"  Are  you  there  ?  " 

A    foreign     voice    from    the    other    end 
announced  itself  as  present. 
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"Professor  Pentique   will   not   be  in   the 

o-rMfsj;"?^-     "^  ""-  ^»-  "o-  "'*'• 

"I  am." 

^' Are  you  very  busy  at  the  present  time  ?  " 

do  fotyo""  '"'  " '"'^*'"^  "'■''^  ^ -" 
"Well,  you  say  that  Mr  Slygne  and 
Professor  Peutique  have  left  the  City  ?  If 
you  are  sure  they  will  not  return  again' this 
evening,  I  should  like  to  come  round  and  see 
you  on  a  matter  of  business.  I  am  Herr 
Blachen,  Professor  Pentique's  amanuensis." 
Come  round,  by  all  means,  sir ;  and  you 

^z:x "'°"  °"  "'^'^'^^  '^'"^  ""- 

mil":-'      '   "''    ''   ^'''  ^-   -    ''"- 

It  was  a  quarter-past  five  when  Herr 
Blachen  entered  Percy's  room.  He  was  a 
young  German,  with  greasy,  black  hair,  a  long 
nose,  and  sharp,  bright  eyes.  His  movement 
were  feline,  and  something  about  his  manner 
of  looking  round  him  also  recalled  the 
domestic  pet.      He  greeted   Percy  cordially 
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with  a  shake  of  the  hand,  and  then  took  the 
seat  proffered  him. 

"I  have  wished  much  to  make  your  ac- 
quaintance, Mr  Thawne,"  he  began,  "but 
business  has  always  prevented  me  from  it. 
For  It  seems  to  me  that  you  and  I  should,  in 
^e  future,  get  to  kno«.  each  other  very  well 
How  say  you  ?  "  ' 

"  That  is  the  very  idea  which  has  lately 
occurred  to  me,"  replied  Percy,  with  grea^ 
candour,  and  wondering  what  on  earth  his 
new  friend  meant. 

Herr  Blachen  seemed  pleased,  for  he  began 
to  chuckle  quietly.  * 

"The  Professor  and  your  Mr  Slygne,"  he 
continued,   "are   working   together    in    thi 
business.    They  are   (how  say   you  ?)  glove 
hand  m,  is  it  not  ? "  '  »      " 

Percy  nodded. 

German^  *'^  ^''"''  ''""'^  "'•"  ^^^"^^^   ""« 

Blachen  drew  his  chair  nearer  to 
Percys. 

"There  is  money  in  this  affair,"  he 
whispered.  «■  Piles  and  piles  of  mone;,  but 
only  for  those  who  know  all  things  Mr 
Slygne    and    Professor    Pentique    know    dl 
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things.     They  work  together,  and   so  make 
much  wealth  continually.     Is  it  not  so?" 

"Yes,  that  is  right." 

"  Well,  then— ? " 

Blachen  paused,  and  leaning  forward,  stared 
hard  into  Percy's  face.  The  secretary  of  the 
Mount  Pisa  returned  his  gaze  with  Sphinx- 
like  insistence.  As  he  knew  nothing  what- 
ever about  the  matter  under  discussion,  this 
was,  on  the  whole,  his  safest  plan. 

"  Well  ? "  repeated  Blachen,  presently. 

Percy  allowed  his  features  slowly  to  relax 
into  a  smile  of  unutterable  cunning. 

"Well,"  he   answered,     "is  that   all  you 
have  to  say  ? " 

Blachen    sat    up    very    straight     in    his 
chair. 

'•Do  you  not  trust  me,  Mr  Thawne?"  he 
asked  reproachfully. 

"  Trust  you  ?  My  dear  fellow  ! "  exclaimed 
I'ercy.  "You  must  not  misinterpret  my 
motives ;  but  we  public  secretaries  have  to 
be  so  extremely  cautious  that  really—" 
^  "Yes,  yes,"  interrupted  Blachen,  "with 
tne  outside  public  certainly;  but  between 
friends.  Can  we  not  be  friends.  Mr 
Inawne  ? 
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"  I  hope  80,  Herr  Blachen." 
There  was  another  pause,  whilst  the  battle 

t„lT    "  "l"'     ""    §'<'''«    hand     in 

mSMrThater?^^"  ^"^""-^  *°  ^- 

BlalLT"''  "  '°'"  •^'"'  '°  ""^  """d.  Herr 
.^J^And   you  are   willing  to    entertain   the 

;;  Perfectly  willing,"  replied  Percy. 

RU.h  ,^'=°""'     °°    you?"    demanded 

iilaehen,  rather  excited. 

'•As  implicitly  as  I  count  on  you,"  returned 

Percy,  wanmng  to  his  work. 

"Then  it  is  done!"   exclaimed   Blachen 
putting  out  his  hand.  "'acnen, 

Percy  rose  solemnly. 

"  It  is  done !"  said  he. 

ha;dXtre~we''l:'  .T"^^"^  ''r 

together.     We  also  mS  mth  :t:V  ^.^ 
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when  the  smash  comes,   we  also  retire  with 
great  wealth." 

Percy  laughed.  Then,  feeling  that  diplo- 
matic tact  required  that  he  should  say  some- 
thing, he  spoke. 

"  It  is  the  biggest  thing  in  companies  that 
we  have  ever  been  connected  with,"  he 
observed. 

"Ach!  so  I  should  think.  Is  not  the 
capital  to  be  two  million  pounds  ? " 

"  I  understand  that  it  is,"  said  Percy,  who 
had  never  heard  a  word  about  the  imatter 
before. 

"And  you  will  be  the  secretary,  will  vou 
not  ? "  ^ 

Percy,  smiling,  laid  one  finger  on  his  lips. 

The  action  amused  Blachen. 

••Oh,  your  caution,  Mr  Thawne!"  said  he. 
••  But  there  is  no  need  for  it  here.  Was  not 
Professor  Pentique  already  in  the  room  when 
Mr  Slygne  promised  you  the  secretaryship  ? 
And  have  you  not  just  returned  from  getting 
land  for  the  earth-raisers  ? " 

"Yes — for  the  earth-raisers,"  murmured 
Percy,  his  heart  leaping  and  beginning  to 
beat  furiously  at  the  word.  It  was  a 
momentous  occasion  !     The  secret  was  about 
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to  be  solved.     On  all  aides  the  powers  were 
pouring  knowledge  into  his  hands. 

"Yes;  for  the  earth-raisers,"  he  repeated 
mecnanically. 

"HasMrSlygne  explained  the  process  to 
you?  Blachen  inquired,  bending  forward 
again.  ^ 

"He  mentioned  something  of  it  the  other 
day,  said  Percy,  coolly,  '•  but  I  could  not 
quite  follow  his  explanation.  These 
scientific  processes,  you  know—"  Here  he 
broke  off  and  winked,  judging  that  a  wink 
would  not  be  altogether  misplaced  at  this 
point.  Nor  was  he  wrong,  for  Blachen  began 
'lughmg  at  once. 

"Ihave  the  diagrams  here,"  said  Blachen 
tapping  his  coat  pocket.     "  And  I  will  show 
you  them  some  time,  if  you  like." 

"  Yes,  do,"  assented  Pevoy.  Then,  curbing 
a  mad  curiosity,  he  added  :  "  But  first  let  us 
settle  how  we  are  to  work  together.  What 
IS  your  suggestion  ?  " 

"  Ach,  that  is  simple,"  replied  his  com- 
panion.  "  When  the  Company  is  floated  you 
and  I  buy  many  shares.  Then  you  are 
appomted  secretary,  aad  I  go  out  with 
Professor   Pentique.     You   watch   all   things 
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here  m  England :  I  tell  you  how  all  things 
go  on  the  other  side.  Then  when  the  smash- 
up  (you  say  smash-up  in  English  ?--good)— 
when  the  smash-up  is  coming  I  advise  you, 
we  sell  our  shares,  and  are  rich  always.  How 
sa-^  you  ? " 

"  I  say  good  business ! "  Percy  replied. 

Blachen  laughed  uproariously.  Percy  saw 
that  the  fellow  was  getting  extremely  excited. 
His  vulgar  hilarity  was  offensive  to  the 
secretary,  though  he  was  far  too  clever  to 
show  it.  He  noticed  also  that  Blachen 
became  more  and  more  German  as  he  went 
on,  occasionally  breaking  out  into  guttural 
exclamations  in  his  mother  tongue. 

"Good  business!"  he  cried.  '*Gutes 
Geschaft!  Na,  in  der  that  ein  gutes 
Geschaft!  It  will  indeed  be  very  good 
business  when  the  article  is  publish.  Him 
will  do  all  the  preliminary  trick.  1st  es 
nicht  so?" 

"  I  am  sure  the  article  will  do  everything 
you  think,"  Percy  answered  with  serene 
assurance.  "  You  see  we  leave  very  little 
to  chance  in  Burdett  Street." 

"Did  you  write  the  article  then?" 
Blachen  asked,  with  a  congratulatory  smile. 
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)'7j''*'.'?f'^  •  "°^  «°  gut  geschrieben  !  " 
(Splendid!  ard  so  well  written!)  German 
70U  do  not  know?" 

••Well,  I  should  not  quite  like  to  say 
that,"  Percy  answered.  "That  would  be  an 
admif sion,  wouldn't  it  ?  And  I  never  make 
admissions.     But  still— well— ah  !  " 

Blachen  nodded  repeatedly. 

'•Ya,  these  financiers  they  take  all  the 
honour  as  well  as  the  money  diese 
Kapitalisten  !  ' 

'•  Every  bit  of  it ! "  Percy  assented. 

••But  der  article  he  is  really  splendid," 
Blachen  continued.  "De  can  be  no  doubt 
of  that,  mein  guter  freund  und  partner.  I 
have  it  also  with  me." 

.  ^l  P""'^  *  manuscript  from  his  pocket. 
oOQ !      he  cried. 

••I  wish  you'd  let  me  glance  through  it 
again,  said  Percy,  carelessly  lighting  a 
cigarette.  -I  have  a  sort  of  idea  that 
Slygne  has  toned  it  down  slightly." 

Blachen  handed  him  the  paper. 

Some  folk  believe  in  an  obscure  science 
which  is  known  as  psychometry.  If  a 
medium  is  handed  an  article  of  clothing  a 
glove    or    shoe,   or    the   handwriting  of  an 
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absent  person,  it  is  claimed  that  the  medium 
can  m  many  cases  tell  the  nature  and 
even  the  name  of  the  distant  owner. 

Percy  was  no  psychometrist,  had   indeed 
never  heard  of  that  science,  but  as  he  took 
up  the  paper  a  sure  instinct  told  him  from 
whose  hand  it  came.     He  had  an   absolute 
conviction,  which  he  would  have  betted  on 
—and  Percy  was  a  cautious  youth—that  this 
manuscript  had  been  produced  by  his  friend 
of  the  Cheshire  Cheese.     He  had  never  seen 
that  gentleman's  handwriting,  but  he  could, 
he  thought,   recognise   it   now.     There   wai 
something  scholarly  and  yet  dissolute  in  the 
penmanship. 

His  hand  trembled  a  little  as  he  took  the 
paper.  His  excitement  was  intense,  though 
Jilachen  did  not  in  any  way  notice  it. 

Then,  mechanically  assuming  his  limited- 
liability  smile,  Percy  began  to  read  the 
manuscript 


CHAPTER  IX 

THE  PRELIMINAKY  ARTICLE 

Percy  read  as  follows  : — 

AN  ASTOUNDING  WSCOVERY 

Alleged  Greatest  Scientific  Achievement 
IN  the  World's  History. 

The  history  of  science  in  late  years  is  one 
continuous    record    of   marvel.      Time    and 
space  have  been  almost  annihilated  and   the 
world   of  to-day  is   a   changed   place.     The 
conditions  under  which  the  modern  man  and 
woman  live  are  utterly  different  from  those  of 
even  sixty  years  ago.     The  wildest  dreams  of 
Tesla,  Marconi  and  Edison  have  come  true, 
and  to-day  there  is  a  general  attitude  toward 
science   which    expects,   ^nd    refuses    to    be 
startled  by,  anything,  however  marvellous. 
Even  as  this  article  is  written  the  news  of 
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the  world  is  rushing  through  the  air  to  the 

Thought  .tself  has  become  fluid  and  travels 
through  ether.     When  we  eontemplate   thi 
latest  wonder  of  Scienee  we  are  inclined  to 

word  has  been  spoken.  But  now  news  has 
come  of  so  startling  and  stupendous  a 
character  that  the  brain  reels,  the  mind 
shrinks  appalled   from  the  contemplation  of 

»rl^*  •  ?'"T,   °^''     ^"'"^    "^  '''''«'>    this 

article  is  to  tell  is  certainly  the  greatest  that 

?h:::r''''"^"'"'°''''"^°'«^>'»'«'ryof 

A  great  majority  of  English  peoole 
certa.nl,  all  of  those  who  hav!  received'fn 
education  worthy  of  the  name,  have  heard 
ot    what    IS    spoken    of    as    "THE    ICt^T 

CONTINENT''    tk.      j-  ,  ^^^ 

.uiMUNj^jNl.       The   ordinary   idea   of   the 

ordinary  man  is  vague  enough  on  this  point. 
He  remembers  an  ancient  and  classical 
story  of  a  vast  country  which  is  now  sub- 
merged beneath  the  waves  of  the  ocean. 
Some  there  are  who  will  remember  that  the 
ancients  gave  the  name  "  ATLANTIS "  to 
this  prehistoric  land,  and  that  the  great  sea 
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which  stretches  from  the  rocky  coasts  of 
IRELAND  to  the  crowded  harbours  of  NEW 
YORK  is  said  to  cover  it. 

According  to  the  best  classical  scholars  we 
learn   that   the  ancient   tradition  tells   of  a 
great  island  west  of  the  Pillars  of  Hercules  in 
the  ocean,  opposite  Mount  Atlas.     This  lost 
land   possessed  a  numerous   population,  and 
was  adorned  with  every  beauty.     Its  power- 
ful  princes  were  said  to  have  invaded  Africa 
and  Europe,  only,  however,  to  be  defeated  by 
the  Athenians  and  their  allies.     Its  inhabit- 
ants afterwards  became  wicked  and  impious, 
and  the  island  was  in  consequence  swallowed 
up  in  a  day  and  a  night.     This  legend,  it  will 
be   remembered,   is   given   by  Plato   in   the 
Timaeus,  and  is  said  to  have  been  related  to 
Solon  by  the  Egyptian  priests.     The  Canary 
Islands,  or   the  Azores,  which  were  possibly 
visited   by  the  Phoenicians,  may  have  given 
rise  to  the  legend ;  but  some  modern  writers 
regard  it  as  indicative  of  a   vague  belief  in 
antiquity  in    the   existence  of  the   Western 
Hemisphere. 

So  much  for  myth  and  legend.  We 
moderns  are  unlikely  to  believe  that  an 
offended  deity  of  the  ancient  world  swallowed 
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"P«  fair  and  floumhiDg  country  in  the  waves 
Bat  the  tradition  which  has  so  long  eTted 
may  very  well  have  some  foundation  in  fit 

written  a  history  of  Nature's  stupendous 
operations  at  those  dim  and  unthfai 
times,  aeons  of  ages  ba«k  »»,«„      "'"'""^we 

We  moved  upon^I^rt'^nd""  Z7^ 
surlace  of  the  globe  is  continually  alterins 

Kme  ^'l!r^^'^  '°  P'«mB  by  the  hand,  of 
lime       Seas    cover   the   sites    of   ancient 

Bo  we  not  know  that  in  the  warm  southern 
^ans  the  tiny  coral  insects  are  buildTng  „" 
to^ay  land  that  in  future  ages  will  be 
habitable  and  fertile!    Indeed,  the  scientists 

evilnflT'  '"  ""   '°  '''^'   --mstan 
evidence  bearing  upon  the  past  history  of  the 

earth  w  .ch  is  furnished,  without  possib  1  ty 

THn^Ao  "xx""  ^y  ">«  «''«tified  rocfes 
THOMAS  HENRY  HUXTffV  k  V  , 
th«*    "F.  .      -      "UAljJiir   has    stated 

that.  It  results  from  the  simplest  methods 
of  .nterpretation.  that  leaving'^^ut   S  viet 
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certain  patches  of  metamorphosed  rocks,  and 
certain  volcanic  products,  all  that  is  now  dry 
land  has  once  been  at  the  bottom  of  the 
waters.  It  is  perfectly  certain  that,  at  a 
comparatively  recent  period  of  the  world's 
history-— the  Cretaceous  epoch—none  of  the 
great  physical  features  which  at  present  mark 
the  surface  of  the  globe  existed.  It  is 
certain  that  the  Rocky  Mountains  were  not. 
It  is  certain  that  the  Himalaya  Mountains 
were  not.  It  is  certain  that  the  Alps  and 
Pyrenees  had  no  existence." 

The  human  mind  has  thus  grown  ac- 
customed to  know  that  vast  forces  of 
upheaval  have  ever  been  at  work  on  the 
structure  of  the  world,  and  equally  vast  forces 
of  submergence. 

This  being  so,  it  will  be  readily  seen  that 
the  old  Greek  legend  of  ATLANTIS.  OR 
THE  LOST  CONTINENT,  had  in  all  pro- 
bability a  basis  in  strict  geological  fact  and 
was  quite  possible  without  the  supernatural 
agency  that  the  old  historians  imputed  to 
it. 

This  much  being  conceded,  we  may  allow 
the  possibility  of  the  story  of  a  great  con- 
tinent which  lay  where  now  the  stern  waters 
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of  the  Atlantic  toss  unceasingly  and  which 
was  submerged  beneath  them  by  a  terrible 
convulsion  of  Nature. 

Some  years  ago  the  possibility  presented 
itseit  to  that  distinguished  scientist,  Professor 
Pentique  whose  discoveries  are  now  famous 
and  the  effects  world-wide. 

The  hypothesis  fascinated  the  scientist. 
He  began  a  series  of  costly  and  exhaustive 
experiments  to  determine,  if  possible,  the 
truth  of  the  ancient  story. 

The  science  of  oceanography  and  the  dis- 
tribution of  depths   in   the  ocean  was  very 
vaguely  known  so  long  as  the  question  was 
merely   one   of  scientific  curiosity,  although 
ingenious     apparatus    for    ascertaining     the 
depth   had   been   devised   by  Robert  Hooke 
and     Stephen    Hales  '  in     the    seventeenth 
century,  and  the  use  of  the  lead  in  shallow 
water    early   became    habitual   with   sailors 
When    the    question    of    laying    submarine 
telegraph  cables  gave  practical  importance  to 
a  knowledge  of  the  form  and  temperature  of 
the  sea-bed  about  1855.  the  methods  of  deep- 
sea   sounding  and  temperature   taking  were 
rapidly  improved,  and  scientific  oceanography 
may  be  said  to  date  from  that  period 
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The     marvellous      exploits     of     H.M.S. 
Challenger  and  the  record   of  her  deep-sea 
soundings     are     still    fresh     in    the    public 
memory.       The    observations    of    Professor 
Pentique—which  for  a  reason  to  be  presently 
explained  have  not  as  yet  been  published— 
have  taken  up   the   work  of  the  Challenger 
where  that  left  off.     The   great  task  which 
Professor  Pentique  set  himpelfwas  to  discover 
if  the  LOST  CONTINENT  did  in  fact  and 
truth   exist   at  some  remote  period  of  the 
world's    history.     His   efforts   were   crowned 
with   success.     Six    years   ago   the  scientist 
satisfactorily  proved  the  truth  of  the  ancient 
legend.     He  has  discovered  without  a  shadow 
of  a  doubt  that  ATLANTIS  actually  existed. 
The  record  of  the  soundings  and  experiments 
cannot  be  published  within  the  limits  of  this 
article.      They   arc   too   comprehensive    and 
also  too    technical   for   the   general   reader. 
Suffice  it  to  say  that  at  a  certain  part  of  the 
Atlantic    the    soundings    showed   a  general 
shoaling  of  the  ocean,  indicating  the  approach 
to  a  continent.      By  collecting  and  analysing 
all  samples  of  deep-sea   deposits  which  had 
been    secured    the    Professor    discovered     a 
significant  and  remarkable  symmetry  in  their 
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arrangement.  The  globigerina  ooze,  and  in 
deeper  waters  the  red  clay,  carpeting  the 
northern  part  of  the  areas  investi|ated, 
merged  on  the  southward  into  a  great  ring  of 
diatom  ooze,  which  gives  place  in  tu-     tr  a 

!f  wM  rr  ^t  """'•    "^^ ^"^  '°«k  p>  :.icles 
of  which  the  blue  mud  is  composed  are  such 

as  occur  in  all  submerged  volcanic  islands,  and 
the  further  discovery  of  large  blocks  of  sand- 
stone proved  the  existence  of  sedimentary  rocks 
within   the  area  also.     But  space   will   not 
allow  us  to  go  into  these  elaborate  scientific 
details.     It  is  enough  to  say  that  when  the 
existence  of  the  submerged  land  was  proved 
beyond  a  doubt  Professor  Pentique  began  to 
employ  his  wonderful   inven  ion  of  a  deen- 
sea  camera.     This   machine  can  take  photo- 
graphs  beneath  the  water  to  at  least  a  mile  of 
depth.      At  that  depth  the  pressure  of  the 
water  ,s  about  a  ton  and  a  half  to  the  square 

l7\y,  r\Tt'\''  """'^  "^  toughened  steel, 
and  the  light  which  makes  it  possible  for  the 
sensitive  films  to  record  what  the  lens  mav 
show  IS  a  glass  bulb  of  enormous  thickness, 
to  which  a  strong  electric  current  is  supplied 
from  the  ship  above,  travelling  through  the 
securing  wire.      At  a  depth  of  half  a   mile 
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Professor  Pentique  has  actually  succeeded  in 
taking  photographs  of  remains  which  seem  to 
be  those  of  an  ancient  stronghold  or  castle, 
probably  built  as  a  watch-tower  or  fort  upon 
the  top  of  a  submerged  mountain. 

Six  years  ago  these  experiments  were 
concluded.  "  Why  then,"  it  will  be  asked, 
"  has  the  world  now  heard  of  them  for  the 
first  time  ?  Is  it  fair,  nay  more,  is  it  moral 
for  any  single  man  to  withhold  from  Society 
the  result  of  such  labours.  Is  there  any 
justification  for  Professor  Pentique's  long 
silence  upoL  a  subject  so  fraught  with 
scientific  and  antiquarian  interest,  so 
eloquent  with  the  poetry  of  the  past?" 

We  are  about  to  supply  the  answer  to  all 
such  questions.  They  wii  never  be  asked 
again.  We  reply  that  there  is  a  reason  so 
weighty  and  tremendous  for  the  delay  that 
when  once  it  has  been  told  no  single  voice 
will  be  raised  in  blame. 

And  before  making  an  announcement  which 
we  may  safely  say  is  th^  most  sensational 
announcement  ever  made  in  a  public  print 
since  newspapers  began,  we  pause  for  a 
single  moment.  The  nature  of  our  com- 
munication  is  such    that  it  will  invite  an 
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immediate  and  natural  incredulity.  We  ask 
our  readers  to  do  nothing  more  than  keep  an 
open  mind  till  we  have  said  our  say. 

Let  us,  however,  remind  them  that  a  few 
years  ago  the  feats  of  the  modern  scientist 
«^ould  have  seemed  nothing  short  of  miracles. 
10   have   told   our  grandfathers    that  their 
grandsons  and  great-grandsons  would  travel 
more  than  a  mile  a  minute,  would  make  ships 
of  iron  float  and  build  tunnels  under  rivers, 
pierce  their  way  beneath  mountain  ranges,  or 
chmb  their  sides  in  carriages  weighing  tons, 
make   boats   which   would   swim   like   fishes 
beneath  the  surface  of  the  water,  and  even 
conquer  the  air  itself  and  sail  in  navigable 
balloons  from  place  to  place,  would  have  been 
to  upset  all  their  ideas  of  the  limits  of  human 
possibility  and   to  gain  for  oneself  nothing 
but  the  reputation  for  insanity.    Yet  all  this 
and  much  more  has  been  done,  so  let  no  one 
say  as  yet  that   Professor  Pentique  cannot 
do    what    he    proposes    to    do,    and    what 

done      °"   "   ""*"*'  '"*'^   ^^   •■*'  '^''"'^y 

When  this  giant  of  science  had  finally 
placed  the  existence  of  THE  Tn.«5T 
CONTINENT  beyond  all  doubt  he   at   first 
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resolved   to   publish    his   discovery   without 
delay. 

Then  it  was  that  his  stupendous  idea  came  to 
him.  '•  How  sad  a  thing  for  the  world  it  is  " — 
thus,  or  in  some  such  way  his  thoughts  ran — 
"  that  this  ancient  continent  with  all  its 
wondrous  civilisation,  its  fertility,  its  richness 
in  metal " — for  enormous  loads  of  the  most 
valuable  metals  have  been  discovered  in 
Atlantis  —  "should  be  forever  lost  to 
mankind!  Would  that  I  could  wave  an 
enchanter's  wand  and  bid  the  LOST  CONTI- 
NENT rise  out  of  the  sea  once  more  to  con- 
fer an  inestimable  benefit  upon  mankind." 

And  for  weeks  this  thought  was  ever 
present  in  the  Professor's  brain.  At  last  one 
day  a  sudden  scientific  fact,  an  obscure  fact 
which  occurs  time  after  time  in  all  electrical 
researches,  came  to  the  scientist.  It  was  a 
germ,  a  small  thing,  but  it  set  his  whole 
frame  shaking  as  he  realised  what  it  might 
really  mean.  Faintly,  dimly,  but  as  the 
days  went  on  with  more  and  more  certainty, 
the  superhuman  promises  of  this  germ  idea 
grew  clearer.  At  last  a  certain  theory  was 
perfected. 

Theoretically  it  was  proved    possible  to 
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raise  sunken  or  submerged  land  above  the 
sea  level  once  more,  or  to  convert  a  plain  to 
upland  I 

The  theory  seemed  perfect.  It  remained 
to  be  seen  if  it  could  be  put  into  practice. 
To  begin  with,  the  great  continent  which 
lies  beneath  the  Atlantic  Ocean  was  beyond 
the  power  of  any  single  individual,  however 
wealthy.  A  smaller  attempt  must  be  made, 
but  still  an  enterprise  of  great  costli- 
ness. 

At  this  juncture,  we  are  permitted  to  say. 
Professor  Pentique  approached  one  of  the 
rising  financiers  of  the  city  of  London,  whose 
n«me  is  well-known  in  connection  with 
many  prosperous  companies  — Mr  Horatio 
Slygne. 

The  City  man  saw  and  believed.  He  realised 
the  fact  that  this  wonderful  and  mysterious 
invention,  if  practicable,  would  affect  the 
future  history  of  the  universe  in  an  immeasur- 
able degree.  He  supplied  a  large  capital  and 
operations  were  begun  upon  an  island  in  the 
South  Seas  which  has  been  submerged  since 
the  memory  of  man,  but  not  more  than  some 
hundred  yards  below  the  surface  of  the 
Pacific  Ocean. 
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THE  ISLAND  HAS  BEEN  SUCCESSFULLY 

RAISED.  OFFICIALLY  CHARTERED 
AND  NAMED  "  PENTIQUE  ISLAND  "III 

There  is  no  doubt  whatever  about  this 
fact.  By  dint  of  untiring  energy,  a  scientific 
genius  such  as  the  world  has  never  before 
seen,  and  innumerable  experiments,  Pro- 
fessor Pentique  can  to-day  present  us  with 
the  matured  fruit  of  his  labours.  He  has 
solved  the  problem.  The  world  is  our  own, 
literally  the  World ! 

Little  more  remains  to  be  added  to  this 
bare  preliminary  announcement.  Scornful 
incredulity  will  at  first  attend  it  in  many 
quarters,  but  we  assure  the  world  that  this 
will  not  be  for  long. 

The  raising  of  the  LOST  CONTINENT  is 
to  he  started  shortly. 

A  great  company  is  in  the  course  of  forma- 
tion. Mr  Horatio  Slygne,  the  financier,  who 
originally  made  it  possible  for  Professor 
Pentique  to  begin  his  gigantic  task  in  the 
Southern  Seas,  is  actively  engaged  in  settling 
the  preliminary  details  of  what  will  prove  to 
be  the  greatest  national  combination  England 
has  ever   known.     An    Imperialist  by  con- 
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viction,  and  an  Englishman  by  birth,  Mr 
Slygne  is  about  to  aid  Professor  Pentique  to 
provide  his  fellow-countrymen  with  a  British 
continent  I  A  period  of  national  wealth  almost 
impossible  to  imagine  is  approaching  us. 

We  will  say  no  more  at  this  moment.  In 
a  day  or  two  further  news  of  a  most 
startling  kind  will  be  published.  Shortly, 
also,  the  public  and  the  Press  are  to  have  an 
opportunity  of  actually  judging  and  testing 
the  power  of  Professor  Pentique's  invention. 

The  earth-raisers  are  already  at  work  in 
one  ofcnir  English  counties. 
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CHAPTER   X 


ON    PROSPECTUS-WRITING 

BLACHEif  sat  toying  with  his  earth-raiser 
diagrams.  He  no  longer  watched  Percy  with 
suspicion,  and  when  the  reader  began  to 
laugh  he  scarcely  looked  up. 

How  he  ever  got  through  that  reading 
without  giving  himself  away  completely 
Percy  Thawne  never  knew.  All  his  pulses 
were  singing,  and  the  words  seemed  to  dance 
to  and  fro  as  he  tried  to  steady  his  trembling 
fingers.  So  this  was  the  grand  secret,  this 
the  business  over  which  Slygne,  Pentique, 
Blachen,  he  himself,  were  to  make  their 
fortunes.     It  was  stupendous  indeed ! 

When  his  first  feeling  of  triumph  had  be- 
gun to  abate  somewhat  he  handed  the  paper 
back  to  Blachen. 

"No,  he  has  not  altered  it,"  he  said. 
"  And  now  will  you  not  explain  to  me  the 
earth-raising  process?     You  men   of  science 
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can  put  things  so  clearly.  You  can  explain 
matters  that  even  a  genius  like  Mr  Slygne 
could  not  altogether  describe." 

Blachen  smiled  as  he  proceeded  to  lay  out 
the  diagrams. 

*'Here.  out  of  sight,"  he  explained,   "we 
have  the  electric    batteries.     And    here,   in 
three  rows,   are   the   earth -raisers.     As  'you 
will  see,    the    latter    stretch,    underground, 
from  side  to  side  of  the   fields  which  you' 
have    bought    for    us.     These    raisers,    you 
observe,  consist   of  steel  plates  fastened   in 
rows  upon  a  stout  wire  cable.     To  set  them 
in  motion  the  Professor  and  I  press  buttons 
at  points  B  and  C.     This  sets  in  motion  the 
electric   currents,    which    run    through    the 
wire  cables,   acting    upon    the   steel  plates. 
These  plates  heave   the   earth   upwards   to- 
wards the  centre  of  the  field,  so  that  in  time 
we  have  a  small  hillock.     You  must,  however, 
remember  that  we  only  work  the  raisers  for 
a  few  weeks  before  the  Company  is  floated. 
Then  also,  it  is  a  fact,  recollect,  that  our 
work  on  dry  land  is  infinitely  harder  than 
such   work   under   water.     (Why  you    shall 
learn  another  day.)      Therefore,   if  we  can 
actually  raise  land  to  this  extent  in  a  country 
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district  on  hard  groand,  how  much  more  so 
shall  ve  be  able  to  do  it  in  mid-oceau  ? " 

Blachen  laid  the  fore-finger  of  his  right 
hand  upon  the  left  side  of  his  nose,  and 
closing  one  eye  gave  Percy  a  light  dig  in 
the  ribs. 

"These  diagrams,"  he  concluded,  "would 
be  worth  two  million  pounds  to  a  blackmailer, 
but  there  are  only  four  people  in  the  world 
who  know  of  their  existence,  and  those  four 
people  will  make  their  millions  in  another 
way.  Ha,  ha  I  Gutes  geschaft  1  1st  es  nicht 
so,  mein  guter  freund  und  partner ! " 

• 

As  Percy  left  the  office  and  walked  down 
Queen  Victoria  Street  towards  the  Embank- 
ment his  brain  was  boiling.  His  thoughts 
seethed  within  it  like  molten  metal.  He 
could  not  control  them  for  some  time,  try  as 
he  would.  The  noise  of  the  huge  street  was 
in  tune  with  the  tumult  within  him ;  he  felt 
like  a  drunken  man.  As  he  passed  the  great 
building  which  is  the  headquarters  of  the 
Salvation  Army  he  reeled  a'^iinst  "General" 
Booth  himself,  who  was  just  about  to  get  into 
a  hansom  cab  which  was  waiting  by  the 
pavement.     His  arm  was  grasped  kindly  but 
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firmly,  and  for  three  minutes  the  patriarchal 
old  gentleman  in  his  red  jersey  gave  the 
unfortunate  secretary  a  friendly  but  awaken- 
ing  lecture  upon  the  horrors  of  strong 
drink. 

Released  at  last,  Percy  hurried   along   to 
Blackfriars.     He     darted    across    the    most 
dangerous  crossing  in  London  and   came  to 
the  arch  of  thp  quiet  courtyard  of  De  Keyser's 
hotel.     It  seemed  a  haven  of  rest.     He  went 
in,  and  in  a  moment  or  two  was  seated  in  a 
cool  smoking-room  among  a  group  of  voluble 
Spanish  gentlemen  from  Buenos  Ayres,  who 
were   smoking  straw-covered  cigarettes  and 
drinking  orange  juice   and   water,   coloured 
pmk  with  cochineal  and  cooled  with  powdered 
ice. 

Here,  in  the  course  of  half  an  hour,  he 
began  to  recover  himself.  His  thoughts  fell 
into  ordered  sequence  once  more.  At  first  he 
was  awed.  The  colossal  daring  of  Mr 
Horatio  Slygne  was  impressive.  It  was 
almost  too  great  to  contemplate  with  serenity. 
Could  such  a  scheme  as  this  have  any  chance 
whatever  ?  The  British  Public-at  anyrate 
the  investing  British  Public— was,  he  knew 
primarily    and    essentially     credulous.     But 
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would   it  swallow  this  ?     It  was  difficult   to 
believe  it. 

And  yet  who  knew  his  cUent^e,  actual  and 
potential,  better  than  Slygne  ? 

Probably  no  one  in  London. 

Would  the  financier  risk  so  much  if  he  did 
not  expect  an  adequate  return  ?  It  was  not 
his  way.  Granted  that  the  Company  was 
actually  floated,  that  it  was  possible  to  float 
it  with  success,  then  Percy  saw  his  own  way 
very  e  xvlj.  There  was  a  fortune  in  it  for 
him — the  coup  he  had  always  dreamed  about 
was  within  sight  at  last ! 

And,  moreover,  this  meant  Bella ! 

He  put  his  hand  in  the  inside  pocket  of  his 
coat  and  felt  a  little  glove  which  nestled 
there — a  preposterous  little  glove  ! 

One  thing  he  did  realise  very  clearly 
indeed.  That  was,  that  despite  his  newly- 
acquired  knowledge  and  the  tremendous 
power  it  gave  him,  he  must  walk  with  the 
very  greatest  wariness  and  circumspection. 
He  knew  that  Slygne  was  the  last  man  in  the 
world  to  be  trifled  with.  The  prospective 
proprietor  of  the  Lost  Continent  was  hardly 
to  be  frightened  by  his  own  secretary. 
The  time   was    getting    on.     Percy    had 
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arranged  to  meet  Mr  Blc/oer  at  his  chambers 
at  eight.  He  hurried  down  the  Embankment 
and  reached  the  quiet  by -street  as  the 
clocks  were  striking  the  hour.  He  found 
that  the  journalist  had  not  yet  arrived,  but 
in  a  moment  or  two  he  was  shown  up  into 
the  room. 

Mr  Blaber*s  appearance  h^d  considerably 
changed  for  the  better.  He  wore  a  new  suit, 
which,  though  the  critical  eye  in  such  matters 
might  have  surmised  was  ready  made,  was 
clean  and  fitted  him  very  fairly  well.  His 
hat  was  new  and  glossy,  his  boots  fresh  from 
the  makers,  his  linen  was  snowy  and  his 
bristling  black  beard  was  trimmed. 

He  took  out  his  watch.  "Ah,"  he  said, 
"  I  am  quite  punctual  I  see.  What  a  bless- 
ing it  is  to  have  one's  watch  again!  This 
old  friend  "—he  tapped  the  case  affectionately 
— ■"  is  rarely  with  me.  Last  time  I  got  it 
out  from  the  pawn-broker's  I  found  that  it 
had  contracted  Jewish  habits  and  would  not 
go  on  Saturday  I  " 

He  sank  into  an  armchair  and  gratefully 
accepted  a  sherry-and-bitters. 

'*  You  see  me  now,  Mr  Thawne/'  he  said 
"  entirely  rehabilitated.      My  clothes  are  new 
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and  I  have  satisfied  the  demands  of  a  long- 
suffering  landlady.  And  all  this  is  owing  to 
the  emoluments  already  received  from  our 
mutual  patron,  the  worthy  Horatio  Slygne. 
Here's  to  him." 

"I  read  your  article  this  afternoon,"  said 
Percy  as  they  walked  towards  the  restaurant 
where  they  were  to  dine,  making  a  bold  shot 
at  what  he  suspected  was  the  truth. 

Mr  Blaber  winked. 

"Slygne,"  he  said,  "shut  me  up  in  his 
private  room  for  two  hours  yesterday  with  a 
bottle  of  champagne.  At  the  end  of  that 
time  the  article  was  written,  the  bottle  was 
empty,  I  went  away  with  a  cheque  and 
the  financier  took  the  manuscript  over  to 
the  offices  of  Professor  Pentique  —  that 
genius ! " 

"It  was  a  remarkable  article,"  said  the 
secretary. 

"It  was,"  admitted  the  journalist.  "I 
have  always  thought  that  my  talent  lay  in 
the  direction  of  fiction." 

They  entered  the  restaurant,  chose  a  se- 
cluded table,  not  too  close  to  the  string  band 
which  was  playing  under  the  dome,  and 
Percy  ordered  dinner. 
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For  a  half-hour  the  conversation  turned 
upon  ordinary  topics,  but  gradually,  warmed 
by  the  generous  meal  and  the  potations  which 
accompanied  it,  Blaber  began  to  be  expansive. 
He  took  it  quite  for  granted  that  Percy  knew 
as  much  as  he  did  about  Mr  Slygne's  plans, 
and  the  young  man  did  not  contradict 
him. 

"How  it's  done,  or  how  it's  going  to  be 
done   down  in  the  country,    I   don't   know 
and  can't  pretend  to  say,"  Mr  Blaber  said  in 
a  fat  and  confidential  whisper.     "  You  may 
know  or  not,  it  don't  concern   me.     All   I 
know  is  that  J  have  written  the  preliminary 
article  and  been  very  well  paid  for  it.     And 
moreover,    to-morrow    I    retire    to    a   quiet 
country  village  by  the  sea.     It  is  a  secluded 
place   in   Norfolk.     There   I   shall   establish 
myself  in  the   village   inn  and  fare  on  the 
best.     Mr  Slygne  will  pay.      I  have  a  large 
packet  of  notes  and  documents  at  home,  and 
am   about  to    devote    my   whole   time   and 
attention  to  what  I  purpose  shall   be   my 
masterpiece." 
"  The  Lost  Continent  Prospectus  ? " 
"  Nothing  less  than  that.     All  the  talent 
of  a  pen  which  was  once  highly  thought  of, 
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and  which  still  retains  much  of  its  cunning, 
is  to  be  employed  in  this  great  cause.  It 
will  surpass  all  my  previous  efforts  in  this 
direction.  The  Wild  West  Oil  Corporation 
prospectus  shall  be  as  the  clay  sketch  com- 
pared to  the  finished  statue  of  the  Lost 
Continent  Company," 

**It  is  a  great  art,"  Percy  said,  "one  that 
requires  a  tremendous  knowledge  of  human 
nature.  But  you  excel  in  it,  Mr  Blaber,  you 
really  do.  The  prospectuses  issued  from  our 
office  always  command  the  admiration  of 
City  men." 

**  I  believe  I  am  good  at  writing  a  prospec- 
tus," said  the  fat  man,  modestly.  '•  I  should 
have  made  a  name  in  fiction  were  it  not  for 
my  unfortunate  fondness  for  ardent  liquor. 
That  has  always  kept  me  down,  and  it  always 
will.  The  time  for  regrets  is  over.  I  merely 
accept  the  situation  without  any  emotion 
whatever." 

"It  seems  a  pity,"  Percy  said,  "that  you 
should  not  throw  yourself  more  into  City  life. 
With  your  talent  I  see  no  reason  why  you 
should  not  make  money  yourself.  At  present 
you  merely  provide  others  with  a  tool  to 
open  the  treasure  house." 
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Blaber  shook  his  head. 
"No/;  he   said,    "I    couldn't  do    it,  Mr 
Thawne.     Fleet  Street,  which  I  know  like  a 
book,  is  the  theatre  of  all  my  activities.     I 
could  not  leave  it.     It  has  me  body  and  soul 
and  I  can  breathe  no  other  air.     Yet,  apart 
from  the  much-needed  coin  that  my  work  for 
Mr  Slygne  occasionally  brings  me,  I  like  the 
work.     It  amuses  me   to  think,  as  I  sit  in 
some  obscure  tavern  up  a  dingy  court,  that 
the  words  written  by  my  pen  are  charming 
the  gold  from  the  pockets  of  greedy  people 
all  over  England,  that  my  words  can  sway 
and  move  the  huge  crowd  of  people  who  are 
dying   to  get  rich   without    working!     The 
fools— the  grasping  fools  deserve  to  be  cheated ! 
Most  of  them  do    at  anyratel      And  how 
lovingly  I  bait  the  hook  for  them.     Your 
ordinary  prospectus   is   either  too  dry  and 
uninteresting  to  attract  a  speculator  or  it  is 
so  glowing  and  flowery  that  it  frightens  him. 
The  secret  of  my  success  is  that  I  know  how 
to  combine  both   methods.     Point  out   the 
advantages  of  what  you  are  putting  on  the 
market,  but  do  it  without  adjectives  /    That 
is  one  of  my  secrets.     The  man  who  reads  a 
prospectus— mind    I'm    not    talking    of   an 
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article,  only  a  prospectus — is  used  to  8owery 
adjectives.  I  put  the  case  in  the  strongest 
and  most  vivid  way,  but  I  use  as  few  adjec- 
tives as  possible.  The  result  is  that  an  im- 
pression of  solidity  and  sincerity  is  conveyed 
and  a  certain  freshness  and  newness  is  found 
which  the  reader  can't  analyse  but  neverthe- 
less feels.  In  a  day,  when  thinking  it 
over,  the  prospective  investor  imagines  his 
first  impressions  to  be  entirely  his  own 
and  entirely  justified.  I  tell  you,  Mr 
Thawne,  that  one  can  hypnotise  your  ordinary 
greedy  prospectus  reader  with  decent 
English." 

Every  now  and  again  Percy  replenished 
Mr  Blaber's  glass.  During  the  evening,  and 
before  he  finally  assisted  his  guest  into  a  cab, 
I  ercy  had  heard  a  lecture  on  the  art  of  pro- 
spectus-writing profound  in  its  cynicism, 
brilliant  in  its  mastery  of  the  technique  of 
this  difficult  art,  and  intensely  illuminating 
to  the  young  financier. 

The  golden  road  gleamed  brighter  and 
brighter  as  his  ardent  eyes  looked  into  the 
future.  But  nevertheless  Percy  slept  his 
usual  placid  sleep  that  night.  Not  a  dream 
disturbed  his  tranquil  rest,   and  though   he 
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carried   the  Lost  Continent  in  his  head  it 
occasioned  him  no  unrest  whatever. 

Youth  !  How  beautiful  thou  art  I  Well  did 
Homer  chant  of  the  youth  that  is  "  crystal- 
clear. "    Si  jeunesse  savait ! 
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CHAPTER  XI 

A   LTTEKARY   EFFORT    FOLLOWED  BY   THE   FIRST 

CHECK 

It  is  a  curious  tLing  that  in  business  a  man's 
feelings  are  often   so  sacred   that  he  dare 
hardly  confess  them  to  himself,  much  less  to 
the   individual    with    whom  he    is  dealing. 
Percy  now  knew  the  whole  of  Slygne's  secret, 
and   the  financier's   mysterious  preparations 
needed  no  further  explanation.     It  was  not 
difficult  now  to  account  for  the  visits  of  this 
or  that  wealthy  stockbroker ;  the  slefek  smile 
of    soft-coated     solicitors;     the     vibrating 
nervousness   of  Professor  Pentique.     Where 
money  is  there   will  the   City  be   also,  and 
Slygne,  having  laid  his  fingers  upon  a  golden 
line,   did   not  ask   in  vain   for  help  in  the 
baiting  of  its  hook. 

Blachen   was  despatched   to  Somerset  the 
day   after   his  conversation    with   Percy,   in 
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order  to  superintend  the  laying  down  of  the 
earth-raisers.  Pentique  and  Slygne  also  made 
several  trips  to  Bridgwater,  so  it  was  evident 
that  matters  were  swiftly  coming  to  a 
practical  head.  Percy  went  through  his 
official  duties  in  a  state  of  nervous  excitement 
which  was  very  difficult  to  disguise.  For,  in 
spite  of  the  manifest  progress  which  was  being 
made,  Slygne  never  breathed  a  word  of 
enlightenment  to  his  faithful  secretary. 
Percy,  for  all  he  knew,  was  as  ignorant  of 
the  business  in  hand  as  Thomas,  the  office- 
boy. 

To  the  layman  such  reticence  as  this  on  the 
part  of  Mr  Slygne  may  appear  unfriendly  and 
selfish ;  but  not  so  to  anyone  who  is  versed 
in  the  higher  laws  of  business.  Such  people 
know  well  that  when  a  first-class  business 
man  gets  hold  of  a  really  *'  exceptional  thing  " 
his  primary  duty  is  to  tell  as  few  people 
about  it  as  possible.  Slygne  could  not  help 
Pentique  and  the  stockbrokers  and  the 
solicitors  knowing  about  his  Company,  because 
without  them  the  Company  must  have  failed. 
To  tell  Percy  was  a  very  difierent  and  quite 
unnecessary  proceeding.  Therefore  he  re- 
frained from  mentioning  the  subject  at  all 


ite^5?r^^^p- wW'is^  :^imm^-'m^  l^**?^": 


A  LITERARY  EFFORT  i6i 

to    the    secretary    of  the    Wild    West    Oil 
Corporation. 

If  this  was  the  attitude  of  Mr  Slygne,  it 
may  be  wondered  :— Why,  then,  did  Pentique 
tell    the   f?Gcret   to   Blachen  ?       Their    case, 
however,  was  rather  different.     Pentique  and 
Blachen   had   worked   together  for  so  many 
years    that     Blachen     was,    by   this     time, 
Pentique's  «»econd   self,   and   anything    that 
Pentique    knew,  Blachen,   as    a    matter  of 
course,    knew     likewise.       Blachen     indeed 
understood   Pentique  so   well  that  it  would 
have   been  clear  waste  of  prudence  on  the 
Professor's  part  to  have  kept  anything  back 
from   his  amanuensis,   while  Pentique  knew 
such  a  great  deal  about  Blachen's  personal 
history,  that  the  slightest  indiscretion  on  the 
part  of  this  intelligent  young  German  would 
certainly     have     blighted      his     otherwise 
promising  career.     And  it  is  a  striking  fact, 
that  in  very  few  other  circles  of  life  are  to  be 
found  these  beautiful  reproductions  of  the  old 
David  and  Jonathan  story.     Neither  cai  any 
picture  in   modern  civilisation  compare,  for 
beauty,   with   such   honest    friendships    and 
mutual    admirations,   as   those    which   exist 
upon  the  eastern  side  of  the  Bank  of  England. 
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Slygne  and  Percy,  alas!  had  not  yet  pene- 
trated to  such  sublime  heights  of  a£fection,  but 
Fate  was  even  now  forging  the  fetters  of  a 
golden  chain,  which  should  finally  unite  their 
interests  for  ever. 

It  was  about  a  fortnight  after  his  interview 
with  Blachen  that  Percy  one  morning  found 
a  letter  on  his  plate,  bearing  the  Bridgwater 
postmark,  which  he  opened  with  trembling 
fingers,  to  read  as  follows : — 

"Dear  Mr  Thawne,— This  is  a  line  to 
inform  you  that  the  earth-raisers  are  now 
already  complete.  You  will,  therefore, 
doubtless  be  publishing  the  article  almost  at 
once.  Is  it  not  so?  Please  let  me  have  a 
line,  and  much  oblige — Yours  very  sincerely, 

**Paul  Blachen." 

Percy  could  not  help  laughing,  although 
his  supposed  position  of  confidant  to  Slygne 
seemed  likely  to  place  him  in  rather 
awkward  comers.  After  some  little  thought 
he  drew  up  a  letter,  explaining  that  Slygne 
himself  had  not  yet  settled  when  to  publish 
the  article,  which  he  would  probably  do  at  a 
moment's  notice.  If  anything  definite,  how- 
ever, was  settled  beforehand,  Blachen  should 
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be  advised  at  once.     This  letter  he  posted  on 
his  way  to  the  City,  and  then  waited. 

Surely  the  sage  who  remarked  that  "Time 
flies  "  must  have  led  a  tranquil  existence,  for 
at   the  great  crises  of  our  lives  Time  has  a 
habit  of  dragging  himself  by  in  a  way  that 
maddens   the  waitri.  and  at   a   pace  slower 
than    that    of    the     veriest     c/  ople.     Who, 
enduring  the  agoxiio*  >f   u.pen.^o,  vvhich  Percy 
did,  could  have  m  ( .  .e«i  Tii:.e  of  f  ying  ?    The 
greatest    philcopher    ?/..ui<:    naye  found    it 
hard    to    enter   r.p    a    ;hare    1<  ager,    whilst 
over  his  head  the  hxp'^.t  bnbd  of  science  was 
being  initiated  into  the  uiysleiies  of  the  joint 
stock   world.     Then   how   much   more  so   a 
young    man     whose     business    teeth    were 
scarcely  cut  ?     Yet  Percy  had  to  do  this  for 
one — two—three  weary  days  after  the  arrival 
of  Blachen's  letter.     The    number  of  daily 
papers  which  he  devoured  during  the  interval 
was  incredible.     Upon  the  third  day  the  total 
ran  into  double  figures. 

The  morning  after  that  he  came  down  to 
breakfast  rather  later  than  usual,  and  opened 
his  paper  somewhat  listlessly.  Reaction  had 
set  in  during  the  night,  and  he  felt  that  it 
would  take  but  little  more  to  bring  on  total 
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collapse.  He  went  so  far  as  to  drink  half  a 
cup  of  cofifee  before  glancing  at  the  news. 
Then  he  glanced.  .  .  . 

It  was  there — there  in  all  its  blushing 
simplicity ;  thert,  clothed  in  its  plain  frock  of 
printer's  ink,  there  before  him  in  black  and 
white. 

There  are  moments  in  every  life  when  our 
feelings  cannot  be  set  down,  when  our  hearts 
thump  out  a  tune  which  has  never  been 
written.  Inexpressible  moments  which  no 
pen  can  describe,  to  which  no  tongue  can  give 
full  expression — moments  of  intense  life,  of 
compressed  emotion  indefinable.  And  so  it 
was  with  Percy,  as  he  read  through  once 
again  that  description  of  Pentique's  discovery, 
the  great  triumph  of  science. 

Indeed,  who  could  have  read  those  simple 
words  without  feeling  a  thrill  of  national 
pride  or  sublime  exaltation?  How  many 
common  -  place  breadwinners  upon  that 
momentous  morning  were  shaken  out  of  their 
self-complacency,  and  hurried  Citywards  in  a 
whirl  of  patriotic  glee  ?  Through  the  length 
and  breadth  of  England  that  message  had 
been  spread,  and  the  men  of  England  leapt  at 
its  summons. 


ifTS 


A  LITERARY  EFFORT  165 

Before  three  days  had  passed  every  paper 
in  London  was  full  of  letters  on  the  subject 
of  earth-raising.  A  man  from  picturesque 
Sheffield  got  into  print  first,  writing  : — 

"  Is  it  not  high  time  that  the  sensational  and 
frivolous  methods  of  conveying  news  to  the 
public,  indulged  in  by  some  of  our  papers,  should 
be  done  away  with,  before  the  evil  spreads  ? 

"The  announcement  of  an  important 
scientific  discovery  was  published  yesterday, 
in  terms  which  might  well  have  befitted  the 
placards  of  some  variety  entertainment.  Big 
type,  exaggerated  language  bristling  with 
superlatives,  and  tortuous  phrasing  stamped 
with  the  hall-mark  of  vulgarity  what  might 
otherwise  have  been  an  interesting  statement. 
The  most  stupendous  and  marvellous 
discovery,'  'This  wonderful  and  mysterious 
victory  over  nature,'  •  The  world  is  our  own 
—literally  the  world,'  *The  new  continent 
will  be  British.'  What,  sir,  is  all  this  but 
common  high-falutin  ?  Why  could  not  the 
writer  content  himself  by  stating  in  a  few 
straightforward  words  the  information  which 
he  had  obtained  ?  Is  advertising  to  be 
supreme,  even  in  literature  ? 
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"I  appeal  to  the  common  sense  of  the 
British  Public,  and  to  the  good  taste  of  our 
editors,  that  they  iray  nip  this  new  weed  of 
commercialism  in  the  bud,  and  so  prevent  our 
Press  falling  from  that  high  and  honourable 
position  which  it  has  now  occupied  for  so  long 
a  period." 

Someone  living  at   Glasgow  came  second. 
His  composition  ran  thus  : — 

"  Dear  Sir,—*  A  stitch  in  time  saves  nine.' 
Now  that  we  are  about  to  witness  the  latest 
marvel  of  science  put  into  practical  operation, 
would  it  not  be  as  well  for  the  Government 
to  bestir  itself,  and  carefully  watch  the 
proceedings  of  Mr  Horatio  Slygne  ? 

"  We  are  told  that  this  new  continent  is  to 
be  raised  under  the  British  flag.  If  so,  let  us 
take  a  lessonfrom  our  past  experiences,  and  keep 
it  out  of  the  hands  of  any  limited  company. 

'•Let  the  Government  take  over  the  whole 
affair  as  soon  as  ever  success  is  assured,  and 
not  procrastinate  according  to  precedent, 
until  they  have  to  pay  the  original  company 
millions  where  thousands  would  previously 
have  sufliced. — I  am,  sir,  yours  truly, 

"  Verb.  Sap.  Sat." 
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A  progressive  County  Councillor  ably 
represented  London  in  the  literary  contest. 
His  letter  was  very  widely  appreciated,  on 
account  of  its  zealous  spirit.  "While  we 
have  men  like  this  to  represent  us,"  the 
people  said,  "our  rights  are  safe."  The 
epistle,  being  clothed  in  official  language, 
occupied  one  column  and  a  half,  but  the  pith 
was  contained  in  two  paragraphs. 

•*  How  comes  it,  that  Professor  Pentique  is 
being  allowed  to  raise  land  in  Somersetshire, 
I  wonder,  without  a  crown  charter?  Can 
men,  in  the  name  of  mere  science,  play  thus 
with  the  face  of  our  country  at  will  ?  Are 
there  no  boards  or  councils  in  Somerset  to 
guard  against  such  proceedings? 

"This  matter,  in  my  opinion,  calls  for  a 
very  searching  inquiry,  and  were  I  an 
inhabitant  of  the  western  district,  I  would 
never  rest  until  a  thorough  investigation  had 
taken  place." 

It  was  a  Northampton  man  who  wrote  : — 

*'  Sir, — Let  someone  step  into  the  breach 
and  save  England  from  ruin. 

"  It  has  been  for  some  time  apparent  to 
the   thoughtful    minority   that  our    gradual 
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expansion  of  empire,  if  continued  in  the 
future  as  it  has  been  conducted  in  the  past, 
must  certainly  bring  us  to  destruction. 

"  We  already  possess  far  more  colonies  than 
we  can  possibly  look  after  in  time  of  war, 
although  few  persons  seem  to  recognise  the 
fact.  And  now,  thanks  to  Professor  Pentique, 
we  are  threatened  with  fresh  countries  which 
the  greed  of  our  so-called  Imperialists  has 
already  christened  British  territory. 

"What  do  we  want  more  territories  for? 
Have  we  not  enough — too  many— as  it  is? 
Let  us  raise  these  new  tracts  of  country,  by 
all  means,  but  there  is  not  the  least  necessity 
for  us  to  keep  them.  On  the  contrary,  let  us 
put  them  on  the  market  and  knock  them 
down  to  the  highest  bidder. 

"This  would  be  sound  financial  policy,  and 
also  more  truly  imperial  than  most  of  the 
dreams  cherished  by  our  wonderful  politicians 
of  that  school. — Yours  truly, 

*'PoLinoAL  Economy." 

Besides  this  somewhat  frivolous  corre- 
spondence there  naturally  appeared  a  large 
number  of  serious  articles  in  the  illustrated 
magazines  and   weekly  journals.      Someone 
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demonstrated  how  many  men  it  would  take 
to  drink  the  Atlantic  dry,  supposing  that  it 
were  bitter  beer.  Someone  else  compiled  an 
article,  with  illustrations,  describing  the 
shapes  into  which  Professor  Pentique  could 
make  the  world,  if  he  piled  all  the  countries 
on  top  of  one  another.  A  rather  ingenious 
scribe  explained  what  horse-power  Professor 
Pentique's  apparatus  was  equal  to.  This 
article  was  very  convincing,  and  had  the 
additional  advantage  of  taking  up  plenty  of 
space,  since  it  was  chiefly  made  up  of  ciphers. 
The  editor  was  so  delighted  with  its  literary 
quality  that  he  put  a  notice  in  brackets  at  the 
bottom  of  the  page  to  the  effect  that  further 
contributions  would  appear  from  time  to 
time  by  this  author. 

One  day,  whilst  the  Press  correspondence 
was  still  raging  like  a  fire  among  haystacks, 
Mr  Slygne  and  Percy  sat  together  in  the 
Wild  West  offices.  They  had  already  dis- 
posed of  the  morning's  business,  and  Percy 
was  preparing  to  retire,  when  Slygne  turned 
to  him  in  an  unusually  solemn  manner. 

*' There  is  one  other  matter  about  which  I 
want  a  word  with  you,  Thawne,"  said  he. 
"It  concerns  my  new  Company." 
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Percy  composed  himself  promptly,  for  this 
was  the  only  mention  that  Slygne  had  made 
of  the  Company  since  that  first  eventfal 
journey  to  Bridgwater. 

'•  In  view  of  the  very  wide-spread  interest 
which  Professor  Pentique's  discovery  has 
aroused,"  Slygne  went  on,  with  becoming 
gravity,  "  I  have  decided  to  issue  a  technical 
work  dealing  with  this  subject." 

**I  see,"  said  Percy. 

"  You  can  readily  understand  that  I  wish 
to  pave  the  way,  as  far  as  possible,  for  the 
reception  of  my  new  Company." 

••Exactly,"  said  Percy. 

"And  so,"  continued  Slygne,  "this  work 
must  be  commenced  at  once.  I  wish  it  to 
take  the  form  of  a  pamphlet,  tastefully  got 
up,  and  clearly  written.  It  must  explain 
hWy  the  scientific  side  of  Professor  Pentique's 
earth-raising  process,  and  yet  the  explanation 
must  be  couched  in  language  which  the  man 
in  the  street  will  readily  understand.  That, 
in  fact,  is  the  reason  why  I  have  not  entrusted 

the  work  to  Bla ,  er— to  other  hands.     I 

don't  want  any  fine  writing  or  •literary' 
flavour  about  the  thing.  It  must  be  written 
without  any  view  but  to  state  certain  facts. 
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It's  not  a  prospectus,  remember,  but  some- 
thing quite  different." 

Percy  nodded. 

**  I  have  therefore  decided  that  the  author- 
ship of  this  work  shall  rest  with  you,  and  I 
want  you  to  get  on  with  the  writing  of  it  at 
once." 

Percy  said,  "  Certainly,  sir,"  coolly  enough. 
He  would,  of  course,  have  said  the  same 
thing,  had  Slygne  requested  him  to  go  out 
and  jump  from  the  top  of  the  Monument.  It 
was  tact,  that  was  all,  the  tact  one  learns  in 
business. 

"You  will  obtain  the  data  for  your 
pamphlet  from  Professor  Pentique,"  went  on 
Slygne,  affably.  "And  you  must  adjust  it  to 
your  present  requirements  as  quickly  as  may 
be,  for  I  should  like,  if  possible,  to  have  the 
whole  thing  complete  and  before  the  public 
by  the  end  of  next  month.  Do  you  think 
you  can  manage  that  ? " 

"  I  expect  so,"  answered  Percy,  hopefully. 
"  Had  I  better  go  round  to  Pentique's  office 
at  once,  and  collect  some  information  to 
begin  on  ?  '* 

'*  Yes,  I  think  that  would  be  a  very  good 
plan.     There  will  not  be  much  office  work  for 
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you  to  do  during  the  next  few  weeks,  so  you 
will  be  able  to  devote  all  your  time  to  the 
pamphlet  If  you  get  into  any  difficulty  you 
can  always  apply  to  me  or  to  Professor 
Pentique,  but  I  expect  you  will  be  able  to 
get  along  all  right,  when  he  has  given  you 
his  papers." 

In  this  simple  manner  was  conceived  the 
famous  pamplet  which  created  such  a  stir  on 
its   publication.     And  there  was  something 
magnificent  in  the  very  simplicity  of  its  con- 
ception.    Slygne  raised   his  hand,   and   the 
work  was  done  I    How  seldom,  in  private  life, 
can  we  obtain  such  practical  action.    Most 
people,  on  being  told  to  do  anything  at  all 
out  of  the  common,  will  plead  ignorance   or 
incapacity,  arguments  as  untenable  as  they 
are  absurd.     Percy  had  loug  ago  learnt  their 
worthlessness.     He  knew  that,  to  get  on,  it  is 
necessary  to  be  prepared  for  anything  in  the 
world;  and,  though  he  knew  nothing  what- 
ever about  science,  he  was  perfectly  willing 
to  write  any  kind  of  pamphlet,  did  Slygne 
desire  it.     Indeed,  it  is  only  through  cheer- 
ful obedience  of  this  kind   that  any  young 
man  may  hope  to  do  well  at  business,  nor 
can  sufficient  stress  be  laid  upon  the  simple 
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maxim.  It  follows,  accordingly,  that  as  soon 
as  Percy  received  orders  to  embark  upon  the 
stormy  seas  of  literature,  he  did  not  sit  down 
and  hesitate,  or  wonder  whether  his  venture 
would  be  a  success.  On  the  contrary,  he 
just  proceeded  with  the  utmost  sang  froid, 
to  ensure  that  success  which  others  might 
have  been  content  to  pray  for.  In  short, 
without  more  ado,  he  went  round  to  Professor 
Pentique. 

The  Professor  received  him   affably — that 
is  to  say,  he  grunted  twice,  and  said,  "  Well  ? " 
The  Professor  looked   upon   Percy  as  little 
better  than  a  clerk,  and  the  Professor's  opinion 
about    clerks  was    rugged,   even   menacing. 
When    Percy    had    explained    his    mission, 
Pentique  rang  the   bell.     Part   of  the   Pro- 
fessor's  data,  it  appeared,  was  contained  in  a 
series  of  articles  which  he  had  contributed  to 
a  paper  called  The  Throttle   Valve   Weekly, 
now  many  years  defunct.     Also  in  a  printed 
lecture   read  by  him  before  the   Association 
of  Zurich  Electrical  Apprentices. 

All  these  papers  were  at  present  in  his 
office.  Up  to  this  point  the  matter  was 
simple  enough,  but  when  he  had  despatched 
three  clerks  to  different  top  rooms,  in  order 
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that  the  papers  in  question  migut  be  pro- 
duced and  when  they  had  come  back  one'^by 
one  with  no  papers,  the  difficulties  of  the 
..tu.t.on  began  to  make  themselves  apparent 
m„™  :  u"^!  8"''  ""^  ""'""'t'd  every 
on  his  toble,  with  a  noise  like  r.,tol  reporte 

•■2  /    /•^'"''  ^  '"'""y  '^'""'Od  round  thf 
PV'/ool  uivots,"  who  could  find  " nothing  of 

Slur'-      Next  he  proceeded  to  g'ive 
bcfor^     "P""""  «>''«e™ing  the  individuals 
before  h>m  m  a  cheerful  and  hearty  manner 
which  was  very  convincing 

to  find  the  data  in  fresh   spots.   Pentiaue 
began    hunting  on  his  own   account      He 
overturned    books,  pushed    cha  rs   "nto   fe 
comers  of  the  room,  opened  the  drawl  t 

iuh    eir    ""^  °"*  "-^  P«P«"  'here  n 
with    great  energy.      He  seemed  to  enjoy 

until  at  last  he  uttered  a  strange  gurgle  and 
af^r  a  final  dive,  sat  up  straigh!  i!  b'c'haL 
brandishing  a  packet  of  dusty  papers.  ' 

antly.       Those  damn  fools  are  worth  nothing 
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at  all.  Here  you  have  the  information  re- 
quired, but  be  sure  and  return  it  to  me  when 
you  have  finished." 

Percy  promised  to  do  so,  and  forthwith 
departed,  leaving  Pentique  in  his  chair  mur- 
muring maledictions  against  the  fools,  whom 
Providence  had  sent  into  his  oflSce  in  the 
guise  of  clerks. 

Having    thus    secured    the    information 
necessary  for  his  purpose,  Percy  set  to  work 
in  deadly  earnest.     He  commenced  by  care- 
fully reading  through   all   the  papers  which 
Pentique  had   given   him.     These   in   them- 
selves were  a  liberal  scientific  education  ;  nor 
were  they  all   dull,  for,   in   addition   to  the 
lecture  and  articles,  Percy  came  upon  some 
MSS.  in  Pentique's  handwriting,  descriptive 
of  his  life  at  Pentique  Island,  the  details  of 
which   were    semi-domestic    in   nature,   and 
possessed  a  piquancy  of  their  own  which  was 
peculiarly  refreshing.     Whether  the  Professor 
had  intended  to  part  with  them  is  doubtful, 
but  Percy  read  them  through  carefully  enough, 
since  it  was  his  duty  to  study  the  subject  of 
earth-raising   under  all   conditions.     At  the 
end  of  the  week  he  felt  competent  to  start 
his  book,  and  accordingly,  on  the  following 
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Monday  morning,  the  first  words  of  the  new 
pamphlet  were  actually  set  down. 

The  work  was  not  altogether  easy,  but  by 
the  exercise  of  careful  selection  and  appro- 
priate adaptation,  Percy  soon  began  to  acquit 
himself  with  credit.  He  did  not  know  a 
great  deal  about  science,  except  a  few 
commonplace  facts,  such  as  the  roundness  of 
the  world,  the  laws  of  gravity,  and  so  forth  ; 
but  he  did  understand  grammar  and  the  rules 
of  English  composition,  which,  after  all,  was 
a  great  deal  more  to  the  point. 

Those  were  happy  weeks  for  the  secretary 
of  the  Wild  West.  No  one  troubled  him ; 
nothing  disturbed  him.  Alone  in  his  own 
room  he  sat,  and  there  from  hour  to  hour  he 
wrote  and  wrote.  Every  now  and  then, 
when  the  labour  of  literary  production  giew 
wearisome,  Percy  changed  his  subject.  He 
left  the  Arabian  Nights  detail  of  Professor 
Pentique's  achievements,  and  turned  his 
attention  to  more  personal  writing.  It  was 
then  that  his  pen  flew  over  the  paper,  his 
pulses  throbbed  with  the  joy  of  a  conviction 
that  no  mere  earth-raising  statistics  could 
ever  give.  And  the  fair  Miss  Bella  Slygne, 
as    she    roamed     the     scented     gardens    of 
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Whitleigh   Hall,  thought   that  no   girl  ever 
had  such  love  letters  before ! 

At  the  end  of  June  Percy  was  able  to  carry 
the  pamphlet,  in  its  rough  form,  to  Slygne, 
who  had  already  made  arrangements  with  a 
friend  of  his,  in  the  publishing  business,  for 
its  production. 

At  the  end  of  July  it  appeared. 
The  cover  was  green,  with  gold  lettering 
thereon,  and,  within,  it  was  what  the  book- 
sellers call  "  profusely  illustrated. "     The  work 
was  divided  into   three   parts,  of  which  the 
first   dealt   with    Pentique's    long  researches 
and    experiments;     the     second     with     his 
triumph  and  the  raising  of  Pentique  Island ; 
the   third   with   his    proposal    to  raise   The 
Lost  Continent,  and  his  connection  with  Mr 
Slygne.     The  first  part  was  of  scientific,  the 
second  of  universal,  and  the  third  of  financial 
interest.     The  illustrations  were  reproductions 
of  photographs  which  had  been  taken  by  the 
Professor  and   Blachen   at   different  periods, 
and  one  of  the  noblest  of  these  appeared  in 
the  second  part.     The  illustration  represented 
Pentique  clothed  in  an  umbrella  and  pyjamas 
standing  before  a   palm   tree;  whilst  in  the 
background   there    squatted    several   blacks. 
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with  their  eyes  fixed  upon  the  great  inventor. 
The  Professor  looked  very  noble  amid  these 
surroundings,  whether  by  force  of  contrast  or 
not  is  uncertain,  since  the  picture  possessed 
no  explanation  beyond  these  simple  words 
printed  beneath  : — *'  Professor  Pentique  at 
Pentique  Island." 

In  addition  to  such  pictures  as  this,  there 
were  several  diagrams  showing  the  earth- 
raisers  at  work,  one  of  which  had  been  taken 
under  water,  on  the  bed  of  the  South  Seas. 
And,  more  startling  and  convincing  than  all 
else,  there  appeared  the  dim  and  ghastly 
photograph  of  the  ruined  castle  on  the  top  of 
the  submerged  mountain  of  The  Lost  Con- 
tinent. A  more  sensational  and  yet  simple 
publication  had  never  been  issued  from  the 
press.  That  was  what  the  reviewers  said, 
and  a  reviewer's  opinion  should  be  worth 
something,  since  he  is  paid  for  giving  it. 
Percy,  at  anyrate,  could  not  complain  of 
the  way  in  which  the  critics  handled  him. 
They  were  more  than  kind ;  they  were 
enthusiastic. 

**No  one  but  an  expert  could  have  written 
the  little  work  before  us,"  one  of  them  wrote. 
"  The  book  teems  with  interesting  scientific 
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information  put  forward  in  the  most  attractive 
and  simple  manner.     We  must  congratulate 
Mr  Thawnc  no  less  upon  his  scientific  know- 
ledge  than  upon  his  excellent  literary  style." 
One  of  the  monthly  magazines  sent  round 
someone  to  interview  Professor  Pentique,  and 
the  interviewer,  who  was  a  smart  youngster, 
took  the  opportunity  of  looking  up  Percy  on 
his  way  home.     Then,  in  the  next  issue  of 
this      periodical,      there      appeared      under 
Pentique's  likeness  a  little  picture  of  Percy, 
with   an    inscription   beneath:— "Mr   Percy 
Thawne  who  helped  Professor  Pentique  in  his 
researches."     In  the  report  of  his  interview, 
the  journalist  described  Pentique  as  "leonine 
in    appearance,"     which    made    disagreeable 
people  laugh.     But  we  will  not  dwell  on  such 
frivolities.     It  is  pleasanter  to  reflect  that,  in 
the    execution    of    his    plain    duty,    Percy 
Thawne     found     an     unexpected     road     to 
glory. 

Certainly  his  friends  used  to  chaff  him  as 
the  numerous  reviews  followed  one  another  in 
rapid  succession,  and  he  himself  used  to  laugh 
over  the  various  flattering  remarks  which 
these  unsuspecting  pressmen  put  forth  about 
him.     But   those   days  were  pleasant  days, 
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nevertheless.  There  was  but  little  work  to 
be  done ;  he  was  in  love ;  and  in  the  near, 
near  future  lay  a  fat,  new  secretaryship  which 
would  be  the  reward  bestowed  by  a  grateful 
employer.  How  pleasant  are  such  brief 
moments  in  our  lives ;  how  sweet  our 
anticipations. 

Percy  even  as  yet  did  not  know  the  City 
completely,  nor  did  he  guess  what  scheme 
was  now  maturing  in  Slygne's  mind.  Else 
why  should  he  have  been  so  thunderstruck  by 
a  little  paragraph  which  he  read  in  the 
evening  paper  one  night  about  this  time, 
which  stated  : — 

"The  Pentique  Discovery. 

"  We  are  now  able  to  state  officially  that,  as 
a  result  of  negotiations  between  Professor 
Pentique  and  Mr  Horatio  Slygne,  a  limited 
liability  company  is  about  to  be  floated, 
with  a  view  to  recovering  The  Lost 
Continent. 

"  The  name  of  this  Company  will  be  !I%e 
Lost  Continent  Recovery  Company,  Limited. 
Its  capital  will  be  £2,000,000  sterling.  The 
Board  of  Directors  will  include  some  of  the 
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best  known  men  in  the  country,  and  Lord 
Alfred  Gildover,  youngest  son  of  the 
Marquis  of  Lackstough,  has  been  appointed 
secretary." 

When  Percy  had  read  that  announcement, 
he  clenched  both  fists  and  looked  out  of  the 
window  without  speaking. 
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Percy's  first  feeling,  after  he  had  read  the 
secretarial  announcement,  was  one  of  great 
indignation.  He  almost  got  up  to  go  and 
punch  Slygne's  head,  in  primitive  public- 
school  fashion.  Remembering,  however,  that 
his  day  for  such  reprisals  had  now  gone  by, 
he  soon  came  to  a  more  reasonable  frame  of 
mind,  and  finally  went  to  bed  as  though 
nothing  had  happened.  The  reasons  for 
Slygne's  appointment  of  Gildover  to  the  new 
secretaryship  were  fairly  apparent.  The 
Marquis  of  Lackstough,  though  comparatively 
poor  himself,  was  an  influential  man,  and  had 
probably  taken  a  hand  in  the  formation  of 
that  powerful  Board  of  which  the  paragraph 
spoke.  As  a  return  for  this,  Slygne  had 
evidently  given  the  appointment  to  young 
Gildover,  whose  years  forbade  that  he  should 
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himself  be  a  Director.     Percy  recognised  that 
all  this  was  very  pleasant,    but  at  the  same 
time  he  could  not  consent  tamely  to  be  thus 
fooled  out  of  an  appointment  upon  which  his 
every  hope  had  centred.     Slygne,  he  decided, 
must  be  given   u   understand  that  his  old 
secretary     was    something     more     than     a 
nonentity,  and  then,  if  he  still  refused  to  fulfil 
his  promise.  .  .   Percy's  thoughts  becamesome- 
what  indefinite  here.     He   did  not  wish  to 
anticipate  evils  ;  he  was  ready  to  hope  for  the 
best,  although  not  altogether  unprepared  for 
the  worst.     So  musing,  he  fell  asleep. 

The  next  morning  Slygne  and  Pentique 
arrived  at  the  office  together,  as  it  appeared 
that  they  intended  going  down  to  Bridg- 
water by  the  mid-day  train.  Percy  waited 
impatiently  to  catch  Slygne  alone,  but  the 
Professor  showed  no  sign  of  leaving,  so  at 
last,  in  desperation,  he  walked  upstairs, 
determined  to  face  them  both. 

They  sat  opposite   one   another,  as  usual, 
and  on  Percy's  entrance   Slygne  looked  up. 
His  expression  was  by  no  means  genial. 
"  What  is  it  ?  "  he  asked  shortly. 
•'  1  wanted  to  see  you  for  a  few  moments," 
answered  the  secretary. 
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"  Well,  here  I  am,  but  be  quick.  We  have 
to  be  off  in  a  few  minutes." 

Percy  hesitated.  "  I  would  rather  see  you 
alone,"  he  said. 

Slygne  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"Professor  Pentique  is  waiting  for  me  to 
accompany  him  to  the  station.  If  the 
business  is  private,  you  must  wait." 

Percy  saw  that  it  was  to  be  a  three- 
cornered  affair,  and  braced  himself  accordingly. 

"I  saw  an  announcement  in  last  night's 
paper,"  he  said,  "to  the  effect  that  Lord 
Alfred  Gildover  was  to  be  appointed  secretary 
of  The  Lost  Continent  Company.  Have  I 
your  authority  for  contradicting  that  state- 
ment, Mr  Slygne  ? " 

"Well,  hardly,  Mr  Thawne,  since  it  is 
quite  true,"  the  financier  answered,  with  a 
smile. 

"But  you  will  excuse  my  saying  that  I  do 
not  understand  how  this  can  be,  since  you 
promised  me  the  secretaryship  six  weeks  ago 
in  this  very  room." 

"  Really,  Mr  Thawne  !  You  must  have  been 
dreaming." 

"  Not  at  all,  sir.  It  was  upon  the  occasion 
of  my  visit  to  Whitleigh  Hall." 
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"  Indeed  ?    I  am  interested." 

Percy  bit  his  lip.     Then  a  thought  struck 
him. 

"Professor  Pentique   was  ^'3sent   at   the 
time,"  said  he. 

Slygne's  face  brightened  at  that. 

**Let  us  appeal  to  him.  then,"  he  exclaimed. 
"Professor.  Mr  Thawne  says  that  I  promised 
him  the  secretaryship  of  our  new  Company 
the  other  day,  and  that  you  were  present  at 
the  time.  Do  you  recollect  my  having  done 
so  ? "  • 

The  Professor  glared  at  Percy  for  a 
moment  and  then  turned  to  Slygne. 

"  You  have  never  promised  Mr  Thawne  the 
secretaryship  whilst  I  have  been  here  "  he 
growled.  ' 

Percy  shifted  his  ground. 

"  This  is  scarcely  fair  to  me.  Mr  Slygne 
after  your  having  led  me  to  believe  that  I 
should  have  the  post." 

Slygne  never  left  off  smiling  for  a  moment. 
He  was  almost  laughing,  in  fact. 

"  My  dear  Thawne..  you  must  have  grossly 
misunderstood  me.  if  you  really  mean  to  say 
that  you  expected  this  post." 

"But  I  do." 
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"  Well,  I  am  very  sorry  to  hear  you  say  so, 
because  the  arrangements  which  1  have  been 
making  for  your  future  are  of  a  somewhat 
different  nature." 

"Then  you  have  been  making  some  new 
arrangements  for  me  ? " 

"Most  assuredly.      I  never  overlook   the 
services  of  anyone  who  is,  or  has  been,  con- 
nected with  me  in  business." 
Percy  bowed. 

"  You  must  know  then,  that  I  have  lately 
been  giving  my  very  earnest  consideration  to 
the  subject  of  your  future,  Mr  Thawne.  For 
it  is  very  gratifying  to  think  that  any  slight 
business  knowledge  which  I  have  been 
fortunate  enough  to  put  in  your  way  has 
not  been  wasted  upon  you." 

Percy  bowed  again  wit^  becoming  modesty, 
and  Slygne  continued,  waving  one  hand  as 
though  to  indicate  the  breadth  of  his  own 
generosity. 

"  It  is  this  indication  of  zeal  on  your  part 
which  has  led  me  to  desire  your  promotion  in 
my  office.  Of  course  I  do  not  lose  sight  of 
the  fact  that  your  articles  will  not  actually 
expire  until  the  1st  of  January  next  year, 
and  that  you  are  not  legally  entitled  to  a 
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salary  from  me  until  after  that  date  (although 
drawing  your  £20  a  month  at  the  present 
time).     These  slight  technical  matters,  I  say, 
must  not   be   overlooked,  since   ihey  might 
easily  prove  a  great  obstacle  in  your  pa°th, 
did  I  care  to  exercise  my  rights  in  the  matter. 
I  am,  however,  prepared  to  waive  my  personal 
claims   upon   your    unremunerated   services, 
and  propose  to  raise  your  salary  to  £25  a 
mouth,   leaving   you   in   sole  charge  of  this 
office  when  I  am  at  the  offices  of  the  new 
Company,  which  will  now  be  floated  almost 
immediately.      I    do    not    mind    confessing 
that  it  is  as  much  for  your  mother's  sake  as 
your  own,  Mr  Thawne,  that  I  am  doing  this, 
because  I  know  what  a  pleasure  it  will  be  to 
her   when   she   hears    how   well   her  son   is 
getting  on.     I  myself  am  a  parent,  you  may 
know." 

Here  Slygne  paused  suddenly.  Then,  as 
though  by  preconcerted  signal,  he  and  Pentique 
both  rose,  collected  their  belongings,  and 
marched  out  of  the  office. 

"We  have  settled  that  little  matter,  I 
think,"  observed  Slygne,  as  they  drove  to 
Paddington. 

"I  cannot  conceive," grunted  the  Professor 
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in  reply,  "  why  you  are  so  ceremonious  with 
these  twopence-halfpenny  clerks.  Their 
cheek  seems  always  to  me  «  ^r-jat  deal  too 
much." 

Slygne  and  Pentique  never  did  agree  on 
this  point,  for  Slygne  was  a  diplomatist,  and 
Pentique   what   one  may   call   an   optimist. 
Pentique   believed,    that   is   to    say,    in    the 
abnormal    cheerfulness    of   life   to  such   an 
extent  that  he  felt  bound  to  exert  himself 
continuously  as  a  counteracting  influence  to 
it.     In  his  daily  business  dealings  he  came 
and   went   like    a    rain-cloud,    driving   back 
before   him  that  aggressive   sunlight   which 
would  be  for  ever  forcing  itself  into  the  lives 
of  those  common  workers  whom  he  employed. 
Pentique   hated  to  see   any   expression   but 
one  of  gloom  upon  the  faces  of  his  clerks; 
and  that   they   should  dare   to   betray  any 
feeling  beyond  an  awed  sadness  whilst  he  had 
to  toil  at  money-making  for  several  hours  a 
day  was,  in  his  eyes,  both  unreasonable  and 
disrespectful. 

When  Slygne  and  the  Professor  had  left 
him,  Percy  stood  for  some  time  just  where 
he  was,  in  an  attitude  of  deep  thought.  He 
perceived  at  once  that,  in  order  to  judge  the 
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precise  magnitude  of  his  employer's  generosity, 
It  was  necessary  to  take  into  consideration 
several  minor  points.     Thus,  his  appointment 
as  treble  secretary,  in  the  first  instance,  had 
meant  a  saving  to  Slygne— that   is   to  the 
companies-of  £40  per  month.     By  raising 
Percy's  salary  to  £25  a  month,    Slygne   at 
once,    and    with    reckleos    prodigality,    paid 
away  another  £60  a  year.     Percy's  mother 
however,  had  paid  a  premium  of  200  guineas 
to  Slygne  eighteen  months  previously,  and 
so.  by  means  of  a  subtle  calculation,  it  could 
be   accurately  gauged   just   how   much    Mr 
Horatio   Slygne  was  out  of  pocket  by  his 
present  liberality.     And  now  he  proposed  to 
give  away  the  plum  of  the  basket,  his  new 
Company,  to  young   Gildover,  a  gentleman 
whom  he  had  scarcely  heard  of  till  within  the 
last  three   weeks.     To   say   that  Percy  was 
indignant   would    not    be    a    comprehensive 
explanation  of  his  feelings,  but  since  he  was 
now  alone,  there  could  be  but  litUe  gained 
from   storming,    and    he    accordingly    went 
downstairs  to  his  own  little  room  and  began 
to  think  the  matter  out. 

There  is  a  curious  infection  about  the  air  of 
the  City.     You  may  go  down  from  the  West 


190 


SHARKS 


h^  ^ 


End  filled  with  high-minded  ideals  and  lofty 
ambitions,  yet,  if  you  stay  in  the  East  long 
enough,  the  atmosphere  of  this  place  must 
affect   you.      It  will  creep  over  your  spirit, 
crumble  your  ideals,  and  finally  fill  your  soul 
with  a  fierce  desire  which  nothing  can  assuage 
but  the  magic  touch  of  gold.     Percy  had  only 
been  in  his  present  situation  for  a  short  time, 
but  the  fever   was  upon   him,  and   that   he 
should  consent  to  be  outdone  in  the  way  that  his 
superior  intended  was  impossible.     If  Slygne 
made  Gildover  secretary,  Slygne  must  be  made 
to  pay  for  that  freak  of  choice. — Yes,  but  how  ? 
Percy  slowly  turned  over  in  his  mind  every 
particle  of    knowledge    which   he   possessed 
concerning  Slygne  and  his  somewhat  intricate 
financial  affairs.    The  more  he  did  so,  the  less 
he  could  resist  a  feeling  of  great  satisfaction, 
for  there  was  no  denying  the  fact  that  he  was 
very  well  posted  on  the  subject.      Knowledge 
is  money  in  business,  this  is  a  truism,  and 
Percy    determined    that    the    present    case 
should      prove      no      exception      to     that 
rule. 

At  this  point  in  his  reflections  there  came 
a  tap  on  the  door,  and  Thomas  entered  to 
announce  a  visitor  in  the  outer  oflSce.     "  Mr 
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T   Grady,"  Percy  read  from  the  greasy  card 
which  was  handed  him. 

Mr  Grady  was  quickly  ushered  in  ;  a  red- 
haired  man,  with  rubicund  face  and  bright 
blue  eyes.  He  looked  Percy  sharply  in  the 
face,  and  then  settled  himself  comfortably  in 
a  chair  by  the  table. 

"  I  represent  the  Investors'  Ferret,"  was  his 
first  observation. 

*•  Indeed,"  said  Percy.  "I  don't  think  I 
know  the  journal." 

"Do  you  not ?  That  is  queer,  considering 
the  interest  which  we  take  in  your  office." 

"  You  flatter  us,  I  am  sure,"  said  Percy. 

"Not  at  all,"  returned  the  other.  ''In- 
vestigation into  the  afi-airs  of  limited  liability 
companies  is  our  speciality,  you  must  know." 

"  I  am  very  interested  to  learn  the  fact 
Are  you  investigating  at  the  present  moment 
may  I  ask  ? "  ' 

"  Oh,  dear,  no.  This  is  merely  a  friendly 
call.  In  your  case  investigation  is  scarcely 
needed."  "^ 

••  You  mean  that  we  are  what  we  seem  to 
be,    smiled  Percy. 

Mr  Grady  bowed.  "  I  mean  that  we  know 
you  for  what  you  are,"  said  he,  "  which  is,  of 
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course,  very  much  the  same  thing.  This  is  my 
paper,"  he  continued,  laying  a  printed  sheet 
on  the  table. 

•'•A  journal  devoted  to  the  exposure   of 
joint  stock  swindles,  and  to  the  interests  of 
shareholders  generally,'"  Percy  read  aloud. 
"  A  noble  enterprise,  sir,  and  worthy  of  all 
success." 

'*  We  have  been  singularly  fortunate,  thank 
you,"  replied  Mr  Grady,  quietly,  *'  and  I  think 
the  paper  has  a  great  future  before  it." 

*'  I  am  sure  it  has,"  Percy  agreed.  "May 
I  keep  thir  i/^py  ?  " 

"  Please  ao,"  answered  the  man  of  letters. 

'•Thank  you,"  said  Percy,  rising.  "And 
thank  you  also  for  your  friendly  call.  1  hope 
next  time  that  I  shall  have  more  time  to 
spare,  but,  in  the  present  instance,  an  im- 
portant engage — " 

'•  Half  a  minute,  sir,"  interrupted  the  other, 
turning  slightly  in  his  seat,  but  making  no 
other  sign  of  movement.  "  I  am  sorry  to 
detain  you,  but  talking  of  the  Ferret  reminds 
me  that  your  Mr  Slygne  is  not  a  subscriber  to 
our  journal." 

"  No.  Mr  Slygne  has,  to  tell  the  truth,  so 
many  calls  one  way  and  another,  that  even  an 
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paniltU5.::X"r  "-^  *'"•' 

own,"  observed  Pp^^^I        ^   ^®  '^  ^^^  '^y 
•'Certainr^^'^.^r^y,*''^^^^^^^^ 

h:"at:kin/:^^«'<'^i^"Js 

a    sneafeing    admiration    for    vn.,,    nr 
Slygne,  and  is  therefore  disposed  to  J?      ^ 

aet^iX^et  r"iT::r  "■*/;  ^^-^-^^ 

West,  eh,  Mr  Thawne  « "  ^*  "^"^ 
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*•  What  else  but  subscribe  to  the  Ferret,  of 
course.  Say  a  year's  subscription,  Mr 
Thawne." 

Percy's  eye  glittered.  "Which  would 
amount  to  ?  "  he  demanded. 

"Well,  seeing  that  the  Ferret  is  strongly 
inclined  to  be  friendly  with  Mr  Slygne,  I 
think  a  year's  subscription  amounting  to,  say, 
£500,  would  be  quite  satisfactory  to  everybody 
concerned." 

Percy  laughed  drily.  "That  should 
certainly  prove  a  satisfying  sum,"  he  admitted. 
"  And  if  Mr  Slygne  refused  to  pay  ifc  ?  " 

"The  Ferret  would  be  reluctantly  com- 
pelled to  withhold  its  friendship  from  Mr 
Slygne  and  from  M   Slygne's  companies." 

"And  you  think  that  we  should  not 
survive  such  a  calamity  ? " 

"You  could  try,  of  30urse,"  responded 
Grady,  cheerfully. 

Percy  meditated  for  a  few  moments. 
There  were  several  sides  to  the  question, 
and  they  could  not  all  be  considered  in  two 
minutes.     Percy  said  as  much. 

"I  quite  appreciate  your  position," 
replied  Mr  Grady,  "  and  I  am  willing  to 
allow  you  a  reasonable  time  for  consideration. 
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When  may  I  have  the  pleasure  of  oalliDg 
upon  you  again  ?  "  ^ 

"  Well,  the  truth  is  that  Mr  Slygne  is  very 
busy  just  at  present  with  our  new  Company 
I  will,  however,  approach  him  on  the  subjeet 
when  he  «,mes  back  from  Somerset  Lt 
month,  and  if  you  care  to  call  here  in 
September,  I  shall  be  pleased  to  see  you." 

«  n,  "^jL  "o  °"  **  ^^'^  September  at  11.30 

J    Mr  Grady  answered.     "And  now  I 

need  detain  yon  no  longer.     Good  day,  sir  • 

and  I  am  delighted  to  have  met  the  iL'- 

rracttcal  Application." 

With  these  words  Mr  Grady  bowed  himself 
out  of  the  office,  leaving  Percy  alone  with  his 
own  reflectms.  But  it  was  an  afternoon  of 
surprises    for   scarcely    three    minutes    had 

Sy'^'""  ^"""^  '«"''  "PP--''  -  the 

then   standing  aside,  he  admitted  the  ladv 
herself  into  Percy's  presence.  ^ 
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BELLA  vista!   A   SHORT   AND   SWEET  CHAPTER 

Percy's  heart  gave  a  great  thump,  stopped 
still  for  a  moment,  and  began  to  beat  furiously- 
like  sudden  drums  at  midnight  sounding  an 
alarm. 

The  girl  who  was  ever  in  his  thoughts, 
when  the  claims  of  finance  would  permit  it, 
stood  before  him ! 

She  was  dressed  in  a  frock  of  delicate 
mauve  colour,  her  gloves  were  white,  with 
little  black  1  aes  upon  the  back,  and  her  hat 
was  cream-coloured  and  purple.  She  brought 
a  delicate  odour  of  violets  into  the  room 
which  suddenly  seemed  to  be  irradiated. 

The  aspect  of  the   place   changed   to  the 

young  man  who  sat  there.     His  face  flushed 

and  a  sick  disgust  came  to  him  as  he  realised 

the;  the    gentleman   from    the  Ferret  had 

been  poisoning  the  air  there  but  a  moment  or 
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two   before.     How  sordid    his  schemes  and 
thoughts  suddenly  seemed  to  become. 

He  rose  like  a  man  in  a  dream  and  waited 
for  her  to  speak. 

"  I  am  travelling  incog.,"  explained  Bella, 

as  soon  as  the  door  was  shut  upon  them,  and 

in  response  to  Percy's  look  of  alarm.     "  You 

see,"  she   went  on,   "I  have  never  been  to 

father's  oflSces   before,  and  so   no  one   here 

knows    me.     Why,    I   daresay  they  do   not 

even  know  that  papa  has  a  daughter!     It 

seems  very  absurd,  does  it  not,  to  think  that 

such  a  thing  is  possible,  but  it  is  through  our 

system  of  suppressing  the  women.     Now,  I 

am  certain  that,  if  papa  let  me  come   here 

once  a  week,  I  could  manage  a  great  deal  of 

his  business  much  better  than  he  can  himself, 

and  yet,  were  I  to  suggest  such  a  thing,  he 

would  be  absolutely  indignant." 

She  had  rattled  out  this  much  before  Percy 
had  time  to  walk  round  the  big  table  and 
come  up  to  her. 

When  he  had  done  so  all  his  disquietude 
fled  in  a  single  moment.  Despite  a  pretty 
protest,  which  did  not  seem  quite  sincere,  he 
took  her  in  his  arms  and  held  her  close  to 
him.     "Dearest,"   he  said,   with  swift   and 
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passionate  utterance.  "Bella  mine!  how 
wonderful  it  is  to  see  you  again,  to  hold  you 
in  my  arms,  sweetheart  I  " 

For  a  moment  or  two  she  was  silent.  The 
strength  of  his  passion  was  overwhelming. 
She  rested  in  those  strong  arms  and  looked 
up  into  the  clean-cut  boyish  face  with  eyes 
that  were  tremulous  as  his.  It  seemed  very 
safe,  eternally  satisfying  to  be  where  she 
was  I 

And  then  her  natural  gaiety  reasserted 
itself.  The  exhilaration  of  this  adventure 
bubbled  up  in  her.  A  naughty  light  came 
into  the  pretty  eyes,  the  lips  curved  in  a 
mocking  little  smile  and  her  cheeks  were 
dimpled. 

She  broke  away  from  him  with  a  sudden 
movement. 

•'  Yes  ! "  she  said,  "  I'm  quite  sure  I  should 
make  an  excellent  business  woman  and  be 
able  to  keep  you  all.  And  yet  my  stupid 
father  would  probably  be  quite  angry  if  I 
proposed  it  to  him  !  " 

Percy  acquiesced. 

*'Yes,  and  you  think  he  would  be  quite 
right  too,  I  can  see,"  she  went  on  smartly. 
"  You  are  as  much  a  tyrant  as  any  of  them." 
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"My  darling!  I'm  not  really!  Really, 
except  in  a  few  unimportant  ways.  I  believe 
that  women  are  infinitely  superior  to  men." 

"  You  say  that  to  flatter  me ;  but  never 
mind,  it  is  meant  well.  Good  boy  !  And  so 
this  is  your  own  temple.  It  looks  very  im- 
portant,  but  horribly  dusty." 

"Oh,  but  that's  the  proper  thing,  you  know, 
m  the  City.     It  would  cost  the  office-cleaner 
her  place  if  she  disturbed  any  of  my  papers." 
"Poor  woman,  and  how  she  Must  long  to 
tidy  up  sometimes !    For  inst  jce,  why  not 
keep  all  the  blue  plans  together,  instead  of 
mixing  them  up  with  the  yellow  ones,  as  you 
have  done  ?    And  then  I  should  put  these 
papers  together,  according  to  their  sizes,  and 
not  have  long  ones  tied  up  in  the  same  parcel 
with  little  tmy  ones  like  those  by  the  window. 

You  men  have  no  sense  of  proportion,  you 
know."  ^ 

"I  know,"  admitted  Percy.     "We  prefer 
method,  I  am  afraid." 

"Do  you  call  this   method?"  she  asked 
shef '''^  *  pile  of  ragged  and  ugly-looking 

"Very  much  so.     And   whatever  you  do, 
don  t  disturb  them.     Do  you  know  that  I  can 
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turn  up  any  date  for  the  last  ten  years  in  that 
pile,  as  it  now  is?" 

"But  what  are  they?" 

"Drilling  sheets,  dearest." 

"What  are  drilling  sheets,  please— any- 
thing military  ?  " 

'*  Oh,  no.  They  are  the  records  of  an  oil 
well  whilst  it  is  being  worked  or  drilled." 

"  Really.  They  look  so  dirty.  May  I  dust 
them?" 

"Please,  no.  You  would  fill  the  whole 
room  with  dust  in  two  seconds." 

"How  dreadful.  I  don't  think  I  should 
like  to  be  in  an  office." 

"No,  I  fancy  it  would  depress  you  rather ; 

'  but  don't  let's  talk  of  business.     What  have 

you  been  doing  lately?     I  haven't  seen  you 

for  weeks,  and  you  write  me  such  tiny  little 

letters" 

"I  don't  believe  in  letter- writing ;  that's 
why.  And  besides,  I  have  been  saving  up  the 
latest  excitement  till  we  could  meet.  T)o  you 
know,  father  has  bought  a  steam  yacht '-:  It's 
such  a  beauty,  he  says,  and  very  fast.  It  is  a 
twelve-hundred- ton  ocean-going  steam  yacht, 
fitted  with  a  complete  installation  of  electric 
light,  nickel-plated  bmnacles,  and  a  calliope 
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•ttaohment  to  her  ste.m  whistle-whatever 
that  may  mean.     Isn't  it  lovely  / " 

with  r^  """"'Be.  noone  who  was  acquainted 
with  them  eould  fail  to  give  a  quickness  of 
apprehension,  a  power  of  seeing  things  in 
.udden  Illuminating  flashes,  a  ver?  high  pla  " 
«deed.  This  enviable  faculty  came%o'^  h  s 
«d  now.    He   saw    at    once    that  another 

^I™  ^'^'^V/^P'  '"  '^'  great  and  dangerous 
game  that  Mr  Horatio  SI,,  ,  was  about  to 
play,  was  entered  upon. 

Like  a  skilful  general,  at  the  very  outset  of 
his  campaign  the  financier  had  already  quietly 
arranged  his  line  of  retreat.  How  admira.'I 
tne  man  was  I 

;■  How  awfully  jolly,  dearest,"  he  answer  , 
quickly,  his  enthusiasm  for  his  chiefs  acumen 
creeping  into  his  voice  and  making  the  girl 
think  that  it  was  his  sympathy  with  the  news 
that  had  pleased  and  excited  her  so  much 

different  he  is  from  most  men.  He  takes  such 
an  interest  m  everything.  It  will  be  almost 
liie^Wmg  a  girl  friend  and  a  husband   in 

"  yi"*'  ^^^  "^^^^  ^^^  ^"7  a  yaeht  ?  "  Percy 
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continued,  though  he  was  much  more  aware 
of  the^reason  than  even  the  dainty  girl  at  his 
side  could  be. 

She  nestled  up  to  him  as  she  answered. 

"He  says  he  means  to  take  me  for  a  long 
trip  so  soor  as  business  will  allow  him. 
Won't  that  be  jolly?" 

"Very,"  assented  Percy.  "By-the-bye, 
where  is  the  yacht?" 

"Down  at  Bristol.  I  suppose  we  shall 
start  from  there.  I  wish  there  was  a  chance 
of  your  coming  too." 

Percy  twiddled  a  pencil  in  silence.  Then 
he  came  and  leant  over  the  back  of  her  chair. 

"  I  think  there  is  a  chance  of  my  coming," 
he  whispered. 

"Oh,  dearest!  do  you  really  think  that 
you  will  be  able  to  get  round  papa  ?  After 
all,  there  is  no  reason  why  you  should  not,  is 
there  ?    Shall  I  tell  him  everything  ? " 

"No,  no,  dearest,  please.  Leave  every- 
thing to  me  just  this  once,  and  you  shall 
have  your  own  way  for  the  rest  of  your  life." 
(He  kissed  her.)  "Believe  me,  all  will  come 
right  if  you  can  trust  me  absolutely.  Just 
at  present  your  father  is  on  the  brink  of  a 
great  business  undertaking  which  must  occupy 
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after  that  I  thmk  I  see  a  time  when  he  will 
take  ns  both  for  a  long  trip  on  that  yacht 
but  only  .f  you  never  breathe  my  name  to 

hm.  meantnne.    Can  you  be  silent  without 

questioning  me  why,  dear  ? " 
"Of  course,  Percy.    That  will  be  another 

way  of  showing  my  sex's  superiority  over 

yours  I      She  sealed  the  bond  trebly. 
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LE  DERNIER  CRI  " 


Popular  excitement  in  France  is  perhaps 
more  immediately  apparent  than  it  is  in 
England.  The  thing  is  better  organised  than 
here.  Upon  the  arrival  of  a  new  sensation  the 
ordered  army  of  comic  writers  and  singers, 
of  caricaturists  and  so  forth  springs  into 
immediate  prominence.  In  Paris  especially 
this  is  very  marked.  The  city  lends  itself  to 
advertisement.  It  is  explicit  of  the  craze  of 
the  hour,  because  its  opportunities,  pictorially 
and  superficially,  are  greater  than  those  of 
London.  Imagine  Victoria  Street,  for 
example,  ever  being  externally  altered  by  a 
wave  of  popular  feeling!  It  is  unthinkable. 
Nevertheless,  when  once  a  novel  idea  does 
catch  the  British  temperament,  it  is  not  too 
much  to  say  that  it  lasts  longer  in  its  grip 
and  the  effects  are  more  real  than  in  the  gay 
city  over  the  narrow  seas. 
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httle  Boulevard  newspapers  of  the  lighter 
sort.  Each  one  of  them  will  appear  with  a 
dever-,f  generally  improper-cartoon  of 
what  IS  interesting  the  public.  But  an 
aggregate  of  separate  feebleness  ean  never 
have  the  same  force  and  power  as  the 
•authoritahve  word  of  an  established  institn- 

and  AUy  Sloper  to  another,  and,  whatever 
the  subject  of  fun  or  derision  may  be,  the 
^c^o  og.st  reahses  how  deeply  it  has  bitten 
into  the  public  mind. 

And  now  England  had  got  a  popular  cry 
which  t  oroughly  and  complete^- 'satisfied 
tne  popular  mmd. 

thjTT  *.''''*  ^"^^  "ft"  *J"«  appearance  of 
the      Preliminary  Article"    the  fun  began 
slowly.      Then   when   Percy's  pamphlet  !p 
peared  it  gathered  momentum,  and  shrewd 
pleasure-caterers  began  to  see  their  oppor- 

-  The  first  night  of  the  real  boom  may  b^ 
said  to  have  been  inaugurated  at  the  Pavilion 
Music  Hall  m  Piccadilly  Circus. 

It  was  on  that  occasion  that  Mr  Lan  Deno 
the  famous  comic  singer,  sang  his  new  song' 


I  i 


ii!  I 

n.  I 


IT!  ' 


206 


SHARKS 


the  "  Earth  Raisers,"  for  the  first  time.  In  a 
week  London  was  singing  it  also;  in  three 
it  was  chanted  in  the  ale-houses  of  remote 
Welsh  villages. 

Bursting  on  to  the  stage  dressed  as  nearly 
like  the  ordinary  garden-worm  as  the 
exigencies  of  costume  would  allow  and  the 
genius  of  Mr  Wilby  Clerkson  could  accomplish, 
the  famous  little  laughter-maker  began, 

"lam,"  he  informed  an   audience   which 
had  become  one  vast  single  grin,  "  a  man  to 
be  envied.     I  have  a  pint  and  a  half  of  the 
best  wasp  stalking  in  Europe,  one  idiot  child, 
and  two  square  feet  of  mould  which  I  am 
about  to  raise  into  my  new  cryptoconchoid- 
syphonostomata,  double  -  rolled,  hot -pressed, 
iridium  -  pointed,   jewelled  -  in  -  four  -  holes 
mayonaise  machine."    After  a  spirited  clog 
dance,  a  little  more  patter,  and  a  verse  of  the 
song,  Mr  Deno  then  burst  into  that  chorus 
which  is  said   to   have   rivalled     "Ta-ra-ra- 
boom-de-ay"  in  its  insidious  appeal  to  the 
English-speaking  world. 


"  So  every  man  of  worth 
l8  going  to  raise  the  earth, 
And  all  the  boys  and  girls  are  at  it  too  ! 
For  so  they  say  it  won't  be  long 
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Before  the  Continono 

Will  oome  jumping  through  the  gay  Atlantic  blue. 
Uh !  (big  drum)  he's  got  some  cheek 
Has  the  earth-merchant  Pentique ! 

W  HI2  !  BANa  !   COCKADOODLE-DOO  !  " 

A  week  rfler  this  epoch-making  occurrence 
the  hunched  eage  of  Bouverie  Street  spoke. 
A  cartoon  m  Mr  Samboume-s  happiest  vein 
appeared.    It  represented  the  nations  of  the 
earth  sitting  upon  peaks  and  rocks  of  the  two 
continents.     Each   pictured  personality  held 
8c  anxious  telescope  to  his  or  her  eye.    The 
focus  of  each  glass  was  directed  towards  a 
vast  ocean.    In  the  middle  of  this  ocean  was 
a    mountain    top  just   emerging   from  the 
waves     Upon  this  John  Bull  was  sitting.    A 
pleased  smile  was  on  the  jolly  face  and  he 
raised  his  hand  in  blessing  upon  Neptune 
who    stood    upon    an    enormous    dredger 
labelled    H.M.S.    Imperiax,    directing   Te 
operations  of  the  crew. 

In  the  Strand  an  ingenious  sixpenny  toy 
waB  in  great  demand.  A  gaudy  little  tin 
Britannia  turned  a  handle,  and  out  of  a 
crcnlar  tm  globe,  painted  to  resemble  a  map 
of  the  world,  the  Lost  Continent  rosi 
majestically  to  the  music  of  a  hidden  squeaker 
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At  Eai.s  Court,  in  the  great  Empress 
Theatre,  a  vast  mechanical  panorama  was  built. 
There,  m  the  afternoon  and  evening,  and 
for  the  modest  price  of  sixpence,  the  public 
might  witness  a  huge  spectacular  performance 
showmg  the  Lost  Continent  leaping  from  the 
ocean  like  a  gigantic  salmon  trout. 

And,  perhaps  the  most  significant  sign  of 
all,  Mons.  Jules  Verne  awoke  from  his  long 
sleep  at  Amiens  and,  e  :plaining  that  he  had 
predicted  this  verj  event  in  one  of  his  earlier 
novels  published  in  1804  (or  thereabouts), 
sent  a  stirring  message  to  the  youth  of  Great 
Bntam  which  was  published  in  four  colours 
m  the  next  issue  of  The  Boy's  Otm  Paper 

A  hundred  other  indications  of  the  hold 
which  Professor  Pentique's  marvellous  idea 
had  taken  on  the  mind  of  this  country  might 
be  given.  But  that  is  hardly  necessary. 
Suffice  It  to  say  that  never  was  there  such 
excitement  upon  a  national  question  before 
*' A  national  question ! "  An  "international 
question  !  "  Yes !  the  business  was  already 
spoken   of  as   these. 

Meanwhile    the  Company    had   not  been 
floated,   and   even   the    prospectus   had  not 
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appeared     MrSlygne  and  his  friends  were 
b.d«g  their  time.    They  were  whiswLT 

comes  tol.  ^^.      ""'  **""  '^"^y^Wng 

comes  to  the  man  who  can  wait,  and  thoueh 

ml  It/  ""'  P"^""  *■'''»  "Time  afd 

b  thl  "°  ."""■"  ''"'^  ""Jilted  both 

m   heir  service,  and  so  shrewdly  gave  the  lie 
to  the  ancient  adage.  J'  B  "<=  me  ue 

th  J»i'  ^•"''''  ^~  ""^  general  sentiment  abont 
the  startling  news.    The  man  in  the  street 

^nL:Tr''''-  .^"  -"'  brain  accJL' 
NHurally  there  were  a  large  number  of 
people  who  ridiculed  the  whole  thing     Such 
nupendous    operations   ...   he  im^^e 

A  prominent  London  daily  sent  a  renre- 
jUtrve  to  Lord  Mevin.  the  feading  scie^t 

Sred  fh«t  ■/"""'^    *'  ^'  Continent, 
dec  ared  that  it  was  utterly  impossible  and 

rm Jks   !nd^  ^TT^    *^*  fo"«  of  bis 
remarks,  and  which   illuetrates   the  fhrfwH 

-eas  of  Professor  Pentique  and  his  f^ndt 
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Pentique's  process  had  never  been  given  to 
the  world.  It  was  preserved  as  an  inviolate 
secret.  But,  and  here  the  wisdom  of  the 
promoters  shows  itself  most  clearly,  a  certain 
scientific  principle  which  if  pursued  to  its 
furthest  theoretical  limits  might  possibly  give 
some  such  result  as  the  Professor  confidently 
stated  he  had  obtained,  did  actually  exist. 

"Of  course,"  said  Lord  Melvin  to  the 
reporter,  "  if  so  and  so  were  possible,  and  if 
such  and  such  experiments  could  be  carried 
out — well,  then  anything  might  happen  \ " 

At  once  the  papers  in  favour  of  Pentique 
and  Slygne  raised  the  cry  of  scientific  jealousy 
and  brought  innumerable  instances  of  the 
opposition  of  men  in  official  positions  to  any- 
thing new.  Stevenson  and  the  Eocket  were 
cited,  and  one  adventurous  print  even  hazarded 
a  reference  to  Galileo  and  the  Inquisition  ! 

And  above  all  there  were  the  two  practical 
proofs,  the  island  in  Polynesia  and  the  works 
at  Somerset. 

It  was  proved  without  any  possibility  of 
doubt  that  a  small  island  had  suddenly  m^de 
its  appearance  in  the  South  Seas.  It  was  not 
marked  on  the  Admiralty  chart  in  19 — ,  and 
19 — ,    three    years    later,    owing    to 
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communication  from  Professor  P-«f 

Pentiau^nr^^""''^  ''  """  ■"■»'"'  that 
tood  in  an  old  steam  yacht  from  SydnL 

Fortune  ever  favours  the  audacious     In 
«>ose  r  ^^^  ^  ^^.^^^  ^^^^^^.^  ^.ous^    In 

Z  °!  '"^"q-o-t  and  news  of  it  but  ^1 
Penetrates  to  the  outside  world.  And  f  £ 
Professor  had  taken  advantage  of  an  actua! 
fact  and  made  Nature  his  accomplice^thoul 
->entdc  critics  might  come  ne'rthet  u  h- 
the  man  «  the  street  was  content  to  a,^pt 
the  famous  earth-raiser's  e:.planation.  ^ 

An  enormous  number   of   people  visited 
Wh.tle.gh  and  were  convinced  there. 

It  was  as  though  the  whole  of  England 
meant  to  settle  in  Somerset.  PadSton 
became  one  hnnf^i;r..Y  »,„k  -^i  """"Jgion 
in      tJ    .  ''"^*'"'g  mob,  without  and  with- 

Ind  tS  °    '""'"*    ^"^    demoralised 

Great  Western  Directors  took  counsel 
to  ether,  and  ran  a  special  set  of  exTZ^l 
traans  in  order  that  the  public  demand  Sht 
b  satisfied.  Bands  of  police  were  pSa 
aj  the  principal  stations  en  route  to  rTgSite 
the  conduct  of  would-be  passenger.  huSed 
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of  whom  contended  fiercely  for  seats  in  every 
train  as  it  came  in.  This  step  on  the  part  of 
the  authorities  was,  moreover,  by  no  means 
unnecessary,  for  several  fatalities  had  already 
occurred  as  a  result  of  these  mad  platform 
contests.  At  Paddington  itself  effective 
measures  were  quickly  put  into  force,  the 
station  being  treated  like  a  threatre,  and  its 
crowds  regulated  on  the  queue  system. 

"Go  to  Whitleigh"  quite  superseded  a 
former  expression  of  impatience,  whilst  "Are 
you  an  earth-raiser?"  became  the  catchword 
of  the  day.  Even  in  the  politest  circles  no 
one  could  claim  to  have  done  "the  thing" 
until  he  or  she  had  viewed  the  famous 
.  "raisers." 

It  was  the  making  of  Bridgwater.  That 
somewhat  unobtrusive  town  now  blossomed 
out  as  an  important  commercial  centre,  since 
It  was  the  station  for  Whitleigh,  and  the 
latter  place,  being  eleven  miles  away,  it 
naturally  followed  that  a  new  cab-driving 
industry  sprang  up. 

The  Western  citizens  took  up  this  trade 
with  such  energy  that  good  little  girls  learn- 
ing their  geography  were  taught  to  answer 
the  question,   "  Whao  ..  Bridgwater  famous 
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wl^iLl^'^:    ^*"  •  t-e  the.  cb 
breed  of  Z  T^"^"^  "  »  diatmot 

bSo.tV.rr-  -  .e  B,^^^^^^^^^ 
theT'i  »»fo"-atel7.  preauibly  bell 

tK"/"*   \  ''^'^    good-tempered    Slygne 

Good-tempered  and  affable  until  one  fete 
afternoon,  when  Mr  Percy  Thawne  came 
knocking  at  his  door. 
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CHAPTER   XV 

A  MATTER  OP  FIGURES 

Mr  Slygne  looked  up  with  a  good-humoured 
smUe  when  Percy  entered,  and  invited  him 
to  take  a  seat. 

"  Now  what  can  I  do  for  you  ? "  he  asked 
affably. 

Percy  crossed  his  arms  slowly,  and  rested 
them  upon  the  table  before  him. 

"  I  wish  to  see  you  about  the  proposals  for 
my  future  which  you  were  good  enough  to 
tell  me  of  a  short  time  ago,"  he  said.  "  I 
have  not  had  a  chance  of  catching  you  alone 
since  you  returned  from  Somerset,  or  I  should 
have  taken  the  opportunity  of  seeing  you 
before."  "^ 

"Oh,    don't    mention    it,"    returned    Mr 
Slygne,  politely. 

"I  must  thank  you  very  much,"  Percy 
went  on,  «  for  the  offer  which  you  then  made 
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co^SonT'   '"'   ''""    °^"-   "P-  -0 
pray^^'    ""*■    '"'•^    "1""    ""ay    that    be, 

"I  mart  88k  you  to  give  me  400  shares 
•n   The  Lost  Continent  Company,   to  com 
pensate  me  for  my  disappoiftmL  at  n!; 
being  created  secretary." 

Slygne  heaved  a  big  sigh;  then  he  opened 

^histLT  *°  ''-'  -'•'-  --'•  -^ 

••Po-o-o-oh!"  said  he.  "I  like  your 
modesty.  Why,  do  you  know  that^the 
capital  will  be  trebly  subscribed  for*" 

neith!*'*^!  '^"^  ''  *''y  ^  "«*  tJ"'  '^i-ares  ; 
neither  do  I  see  why  you  should  refuse  to 

c  fr  ;;::^  "--^  ^  '•-  «'-^«  -^^  -. 

"But  I  cannot  give  you  them  wher  the 
Company  is  not  even  floated  yet." 

"  If  you  choose  to  give  me  the  shares  you 
can  arrange  that  I  have  them." 

Slygne  bridled. 
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"It    would    be    defrauding    the    public, 
sir." 

"  Not  at  all,  Mr  Slygne.  I  am  one  of  the 
public." 

"Well,  you  are  not  going  to  have  the 
shares,  do  you  understand  ?  " 

"  If  I  don't  get  the  shares  I  cannot  take 
over  your  Companies." 

'All  right,  don't!  I  can  get  a  hundred 
secretaries  to-morrow  by  advertising,''  sneered 
the  promoter. 

Percy  looked  thoughtful. 

*' Secretary  of  three  Companies  at  £240 
per  annum  under  the  eminent  company 
promoter,  Mr  Horatio  Slygne.  Do  you  think 
they  would  accept  those  terms,  now  that  you 
are  so  famous,  sir  ?  " 

"  Of  course  they  would,"  retorted  Slygne, 
fiercely.  '*  In  these  days  of  higher  education 
the  clerical  supply  is  limitless.  And  now, 
are  you  going  to  take  my  offer  or  not?  I 
cannot  waste  time  with  you." 

"I  want  the  shares,"  replied  Percy, 
doggedly, 

"Then  by  Gad,  sir,"  yelled  Slygne, 
jumping  up  in  his  chair  and  leaning  over 
the   table,    "you  won't   get   them!     What's 
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come  over  you  that  yon  dare  to  talk  to  me 
like  this  ? " 

Percy  leaned  back  aad  smilc^:'  tenderly 
across  the  table. 

"  I  had  better  go  then,"  he  temerked.  "  But 
I  mean  to  have  those  shares  all  the  same,  and 
I  daresay  the  Wild  West  shareholders  would 
like  some  too." 

••  They're  going  to  have  some,  you  young 

Slygne  was  literally  grey  with  passion. 
Me  had  been  so  utterly  unprepared  for  a 
scene  that  now  he  rapped  out  information  on 
the  spur  of  the  moment.  Had  he  been  in  the 
least  prepared  for  a  row  he  would  never  have 
shown  temper  thus. 

Percy  tapped  with  his  fingers  on  the 
table. 

"Oh,  is  that  how  the  matter  stands? 
Rather  a  good  way  of  quieting  them." 

The  financier  recovered  himself  quickly. 
His  indiscretion  cooled  him,  and  though 
sweating  with  anger,  he  now  moderated  his 
voice.  Leaning  his  chin  on  both  hands,  he 
began  to  speak.  His  face  was  set  like  a 
mask,  with  the  furrows  standing  out,  as 
though  carved  in  wood. 
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"  You  can  do  me  no  harm,  70U  young  hound, 
and  you  must  be  mad  if  you  think  the  contrary. 
People  will  take  my  word  before  yours,  and 
you  will  find  no  proof  against  me  anywhere." 

"  Never  mind  the  harm,"  answered  Percy. 
"  I  want  the  shares." 

"  I  have  told  you  I  cannot  give  you  them." 

"  Oh,  well,  I  must  go  and  start  an  opposition 
somewhere,  then." 

**  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  may  not  be  able  to  do  you  any 
harm,  but  I  know  by  this  time  pretty  well 
where  to  go  for  your  enemies.  I  daresay  they 
would  like  some  information  about  your  old 
Companies,  for  instance.  You  could  scarcely 
prevent  them  from  buying  shares  in  the  Wild 
West,  could  you  ?  And  now  I  come  to  think  of 
it,  I  will  have  some  Mount  Pisa  shares  myself. 
An  old-established  Company  like  that  will 
probably  pay  dividends  before  a  new  concern 
like  The  Lost  Continent.  I  admit  the  Mount 
Pisa  has  not  issued  a  Report  and  Balance  Sheet 
for  two  years,  not  since  it  paid  that  mysterious 
dividend,  in  fact;  but  doubtless  your  new 
secretary  will  be  able  to  account  for  this 
easily  enough.  We  might  start  a  corre- 
spondence in  the  Financial  Times.     It  would 
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llT\  ^!'  .*^'  '^*'''  °°  '^^*°g«'  ^°"ld  it 
not  ?    And  then  you  know  there  is  another 

tHing  to  be  considered,  Professor  Pentique's 
processes!"  1  ^o 

Slygne  dropped  slowly  back  into  his  chair 
his  hands  still  clasped  on  the  table  before  him. 
while  a  look  of  troubled  meditation  settled 
down  over  his  countenance.  He  was  uncertain 
now  much  his  secretary  actually  knew. 

"You  are  a  disgrace  to  my  office,"  he  re- 
marked slowly. 

•'Are  you  not  a  little  unreasonable?" 
replied  Percy.     «  Think  a  moment." 

"Because  I  will  not  give  you  shares  in  a 
U)mpany  that  has  not  yet  been  formed  ? " 

"You  can  give  me  the  shares  right  enough 
If  you  like,  seeing  that  you   are   the  most 
important  man  connected  with  the  Companv." 
''But  I  do  not  consider  that  it  would  be 
right  for  me  to  give  you  shares." 
"Four  hundred  is  nothing  to  you." 
Slygne  shook  his  head. 
"An   impossible    number,   absolutely  im- 
possible.    I  might  get  you  five." 

"I    would    take    300."   went    on   Percy 
Ignoring  the  offer.  ^* 

"  With  trouble  I  might  even  secure  you  ten." 
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"I  will  take  300,  but  not  one  share  less," 
remarked  Percy  with  emphasis. 

•'But  they  are  to  be  £10  shares.  You  are 
asking  for  £3000." 

Percy  nodded, 

'*  Impossible !  I  should  have  to  give  you 
my  own  shares.  Take  £50  worth  of 
debenture  stock ;  it  will  be  a  gilt-eged 
security." 

••  They  won't  gamble  in  the  stock  on  'Change 
like  they  will  in  the  shares,"  Percy  answered 
promptly.  "  I  want  300  shares.  It  is  a  good 
dealing  number." 

•*  But  I  should  have  to  give  you  my  own 
shares,"  groaned  Slygne. 

'*  I  don't  care  whose  they  are.'* 

Slygne  looked  out  of  the  window.  He  was 
grinding  his  teeth  with  fury,  for  if  there  is 
one  thing  which  a  City  man  loathes  more 
than  another  it  is  to  give  away  something  on 
which  he  has  been  counting.  If  the  profit 
on  a  deal  is  to  be  £25,  £25  it  must 
be.  Is  it  shorter  by  two  and  sixpence, 
whips  and  scorpions !  it  is  the  devil  to 
him ! 

Percy  knew  this,  and  smiled  to  watch  his 
employer's  agony  of  mind. 
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"  Are  you  going  to  give  me  them  or  not  ?  " 
he  mquired,  after  a  pause. 

mni  """"v^"!?*  P°'''^^y  g®*  you  more  than 
100.  replied  Slygne.  "  The  other  200  would 
nave  to  be  my  own." 

"I  want  300  shares."  remarked  Percy 
regarding  the  ceiling  intently.  -  There  is  a 
blank  transfer  beside  you.  I  notice." 

Slygne  took  the  document  in  his  hand  and 
viewed  it  wistfully,  while  Percy  looked  at  a 
fly  on  the  window.  Presently  Slygne  began 
to  write.  Then  he  touched  a  bell,  and  a  clerk 
entered. 

"  Witness  this  signature."  said  he.  shortly. 
And  now  go.       Well.   Thawne.   here  you 
are. 

Percy  came  round  and  stood  beside  him. 

"  I  should  like  you  to  call  them  '  fully  paid 
up  shares.  And  you  might  number  them  1 
to  300,  if  you  please." 

*'0h— I  forgot—yes — " 

"  And  please  do  not  trouble  to  date  the 
transfer.  I  would  rather  have  it  stamped 
wnen  the  Company  comes  out.  Thank  you  I 
had  better  get  back  to  my  work  now,  had  I 
not?    Good-day." 

' '  Good-day.     Oh.  and  Thawne. " 
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The  secretary  turned,  with  his  hand  on  the 
door  knob. 

"  Of  course  I  cannot  raise  your  salary 
after  treating  you  so  liberally  over  this 
matter." 

"Very  well.     Good-day." 

There  was  a  gleam  of  triumph  in  Percy's 
eyes  as  he  paced  briskly  through  the  streets 
after  leaving  Slygne.  The  first  part  of  his 
day's  work  had  gone  off  most  successfully. 
The  next  job  was  comparatively  simple. 

He  V/ent  straight  to  Lime  Street;  Herr 
Blachen  was  the  man  he  wanted  now. 

Professor  Pentique  was  in  Somersetshire, 
and  Blachen  received  him  alone. 

*'  Ah,  Mistah  Thawne,  how  are  you  ?  Sit 
down." 

There  was  a  touch  of  patronage  in  the 
foreigner's  tone  which  Percy  had  never  been 
able  to  detect  before.  It  exasperated  him 
greatly. 

"  Have  you  seen  the  new  secretary  yet  ?  " 
he  demanded. 

"Not  yet,  Mr  Thawne,"  replied  Blachen, 
grinning. 

*'  No.     And  you  had  better  not  either." 
*'  Ha  1     And  why  not,  pray  ? " 
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*'  Because  he  is  a  fool,  for  one  thing.  And 
because  I  say  so,  for  another." 

"Ah,  you  say  so.  But,  unfortunately,  you 
have  nothing  to  do  with  the  Company." 

"  I  have  enough  to  do  with  it,  and  know 
enough  about  it  and  you,  to  cook  your  kettle 
offish  any  day,  my  friend." 

*' Ach,  you  could  cook  my  kettle-fish  ?" 

"I  could  and  I  will,  unless  you  do  what  I 
tell  you." 

Blachen  laughed  cheerfully. 

"You  joke  well,  Mr  Thawne.  Doubtless 
you  are  a  big  shareholder  in  this  Company  ?  " 

"I  am,  but  unless  you  are  careful,  you  will 
not  touch  one-sixteenth  part  of  a  share." 

"  Ha  I  ha !  But  I  am  Professor  Pentique's 
amanuensis.  I  do  his  business  for  him,  and 
he  has  already  promised  me  shares." 

"  And  I  am  Mr  Slygne's  amanuensis,  and 
unless  Mr  Slygne  consents  you  will  not  set 
one  share." 

"Good!  Then  Mr  Slygne  can  regulate 
every thmg,  can  he?    Ha!  ha!" 

"  He  and  I  can  make  it  pretty  uncomfort- 
able for  you.  And  we  will  too  unless  you  are 
careful." 

"  But  you  would  only  wreck  the  Company, 
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and  then  none  of  us  would  make  any 
money." 

*'  I  would  rather  wreck  the  Company  than 
be  cheated  by  you.  You  made  a  bargain  with 
me  the  other  night,  and  unless  you  mean  to 
stick  by  it,  I'll  ruin  you." 

"I  do  not  think  you  can  ruin  me,  but — 
well,  well,  I  am  willing  to  keep  my  bargain." 

'  •  How  many  shares  is  Pentique  giving  you  ? " 

Blachen  puffed  out  his  chest.  "Five 
hundred,"  he  said. 

"Then  you  will  sign  me  a  transfer  for 
100  of  them,"  remarked  Percy  coolly,  pro- 
ducing a  document  from  his  pocket. 

Blachen's  jaw  dropped.  Then  his  face 
turned  a  hot  crimson. 

"You  dam  devil!  I  will  not!"  he 
shrieked. 

••  All  right,  don't ;  don't,  and  I  will  publish 
the  secret  of  the  earth-raising  fraud  to-night. 
Everyone  in  England  shall  know  you  for  a 
knave  and  a  scoundrel  before  twelve  hours 
have  passed." 

Blachen  turned  white  and  pink  alternately. 

"You  cannot,"  he  stammered.  "I  libel 
you  if  you  do,  and  you  pay  much  damage." 

Percy  laughed  ironically. 
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"No,   you   do  nothing  of   the   kind,"  he 
^i^d.     .-But  I  ruin  the  Compa,  y,  and     ruin 
Hora,  ,0  Siygne.  and  I  ruin  Professor  Pentique 
and  I  rum  you      Oh,  yes,  I  ruin  you  worst  of 
all.     Now  look  here,"  he  continued   briskly, 
are  you  going  to  sig,    this   transfer,   and 
work  with  me,  or  are  yon  not?" 
Blachen  took  the  paper,  shiverin.^ 
"It  13  filled  in  for  100  shares,  and  unless  you 
sign  quickly  I  shall  alter  the  number  to  250  " 
With    unsteady    fingers    Blachen    slowly 
traced    his     name.        The     signature    was 
witnessed   by   Pentique's    ledger  clerk,   and 
then  they  were  alone  once  more 

RI»T°"    "*,  ^    ^"''^    °^  "   Englishman," 
oJachen  snarled.     "A  devil!" 

"Yes,  am  I  not?  And  now  let's  have  no 
more  nonsense.  We  agreed  to  stick  by  one 
another,  and  that's  what  we've  got  to  do. 
You  would  never  have  got  on  with  Gildover, 

Engild  r  '  '"'•   ^'^^  '"  ^-  '-- 

"Pentique  and  I  go  directly  the  new 
apparatus  is  made.  That  will  be  soon,  for  we 
have  worked  already  a  long  time  over  it  I 
ezpect  we  shall  be  able  to  start  soon  after  the 
Umpany  is  floated." 


226 


SHARKS 


m 


"Well,  then,  don't  forget  to  keep  me 
advised." 

"No,"  replied  Blachen,  sulkily. 

Percy  snapped  him  up  swiftly.  "Look 
here,  if  you  don't  keep  me  advised  by  every 
mail  I  will  get  up  a  scare  this  end  on  my  own 
hook." 

"Do  not  fear,  I  will  advise  you.  Indeed, 
Mr  Thawne,"  went  on  Blachen,  brightening, 
"  I  like  you,  really ;  you  are  so  damn  smart. 
And  I  do  not  grudge  you  my  100  shares,  no ! 
I  was  thinking  of  giving  them  to  you." 

Percy  could  not  repre'iis  a  smile. 

"  And  I  am  thinking  that  you  will  get  more 
than  500  out  of  Pentique,"  said  he. 

Blachen  paled.  "  I  will  advise  you  of  all 
the  work  as  it  goes  on,"  he  began  hurriedly ; 
nor  did  he  stop  talking  until  Percy  rose 
to  go. 

And  this  was  how  Mr  Thawne,  secretary  of 
the  Wild  West  Oil  Corporation^  the  Mount 
Pisa  Gold  Mine,  and  the  Young  Companies* 
Propagation  Syndicate,  Limited,  accom- 
plished his  first  important  day's  work  in 
higher  finance,  at  the  age  of  eight-and- 
twenty,  in  the  City  of  London. 


CHAPTER  XVI 


STRICTLY    FINANCIAL 

The  Lost  Continent  Recovery  Company  was 
actually  floated  in  August,   a  time  of  year 
when   business    in    the    company    world   is 
usually  slack.     This  fact,  however,  was  rather 
favourable  than  otherwise  to  the  "  Continent," 
since  the   financial  world,  having  no  other 
distraction,  gave  its  undivided  attention  to 
Mr  Siygne's  new  company.     The  capital  was 
subscribed  for  six  times  over,  and  this  fact 
caused  little  surprise,  owing  to  the  enormous 
sensation  Pentique's   discovery   had  already 
created. 

The  Company's  £10  ordinary  shares  were 
run  up  to  20-21  before  the  allotment  was  out, 
and  by  the  time  they  were  fully  paid  the  price 
was  30.  Needless  to  say,  excitement  ran 
high.  The  babel  in  Throgmorton  Street  each 
evening  was  deafening  for  weeks  after  t'-e 
Company  had  obtained  an  official  quotation. 
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The  shares  went  up  by  leaps — 35-40 ;  45-46  ; 
50-52;  58J-60J;  68-70. 

Then  the  "bears"  made  a  raid,  and  the 
price  fell  for  two  days,  stopping  at  65J-66. 
For  a  time  it  looked  as  if  they  might  get  the 
upper  hand,  but  they  could  not  frighten  the 
public,  who  were  thirsting  for  shares,  and 
presently  the  "  bulls  "  came  back  with  a  rush 
that  carried  everything  before  them;  the 
price  touched  100  in  five  days,  and  there  were 
ten  "  bear  "  failures  in  the  House  at  the  next 
Settlement. 

Everybody  seemed  to  have  gone  scrip-mad, 
and  everywhere,  town  or  coui«try,  men  could 
talk  of  nothing  else  but  "  Missing  Links,"  as 
the  Stock  Exchange  had  christened  Lost 
Continent  ordinary  shares.  People  with 
money  clapped  every  penny  they  possessed 
•;  t  J  the  new  concern.  People  without  money 
opened  carrying  over  accounts,  and  did  very 
well  too.  Half  a  share  was  sold  for  £57,  and 
a  small  lot  of  five  once  fetched  £506,  10s. 

Those  were  days  on  the  Money  Market! 
No  one  ever  mentioned  Industrials;  British 
Rails  slumped  hopelessly;  Mine?  were  alto- 
gether neglected ;  and  even  Yankees  failed  to 
attract  the  speculator.     The  truth  was  that 


STRICTLY  FINANCIAL  229 

he  preferred  to  deal  in  Missing  Link  fractions. 
'Support  our  new  Home  venture,"  Slygne 
had  said  at  the  Statutory  Meeting  of  the  Lost 
Continent  Company,  and  England  rallied  to 
bis  call. 

The  Professor  and  Herr  Blachen  were  by 
this  time  in  mid-Atlantic,  preparing  to  raise 
the  Lost  Continent.     They  had  gone  out  with 
a    big   flotilla,    the   doings    of   which    were 
wrapped  in  great  mystery,  and,  after  forming 
a  cordon  of  ships  round   the  spot  where  they 
intended  to  work,   had   established  wireless 
telegraphic  communication  with  Poldhu.     By 
this  means  they  cabled  home  monthly  infor- 
mation as  to  the  proceedings  of  the  Company, 
and  their  reports  having  been  knocked  into 
shape  at  the  London  office  by  Slygne,  were 
published  regularly  in  the  financial  papers. 
The  Lost    Continent  offices   were   in   Broad 
Street.     They  were  on  a  much  grander  scale 
than  those  of  the  Wild  West  Company,  a  scale 
befitting  the  importance  of  the  Company  and 
of  its  Managing  Director,  Mr  Horatio  Slygne. 
For  Mr  Slygne  was  by  now  an  important  public 
character.    His  time  was  occupied  entirely  by 
directors'  meetings,  official  speeches,  compli- 
mentary banquets,  and  Stock  Exchange  trans- 
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actions  of  a  technical  character,  which  it  would 

be  useless  attempting  to  explain.     He  never 

went  near  the  Mount  Pisa  oince  now ;   he 

never   thought   of  the    Wild    West,  or   the 

Y.C.P.S.L.  ;   he  simply  had  not  the   time. 

But  Percy  was  in  charge.     Percy,  with  his 

salary  of  £20  a  month,  and  his  400  Missing 

Link  shares,  was   very  much   in   charge   of 

those  ancient  financial   chickens.      He  soon 

found  that  control  of  the    Wild  West  office 

meant  also  responsibility  for  the  Wild  West 

office.     Any    inquiries   addressed   to  Slygne 

were  now  referred  back  to   "my  temporary 

manager  "  ;  and  when  Percy  asked  for  advice 

he  received  but  scant  courtesy  from  Horatio 

Slygne. 

Such  are  the  ways  of  business  men,  and  if 
you  offend  a  man  like  Slygne,  you  must  be 
prepared  to  stand  the  consequences.  Percy 
had  offended  Slygne.  He  had  extracted  300 
Missing  Links  from  the  financier,  and 
though  it  is  quite  possible  that  another  man 
would  have  been  forgiven,  the  ingratitude  of 
this  act  in  Percy's  case  was  altogether  too 
much  for  Slygne.  He  therefore  proceeded  to 
make  careful  preparations  for  Percy's  ruin  by 
mixing  him  up  as  much  as  possible  with  that 
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unfortunate  affair,  the  Wild  West  Oil  Cor- 
poration, Limited.  Percy  very  soon  awoke 
to  this  fact,  and,  in  his  turn,  prepared  to  escape 
from  the  toils  thus  set  for  him.  It  seems 
odious  that  we  should  have  to  write  in  this 
way  of  two  such  talented  men  as  Slygne  and 
Percy,  but  the  facts  of  the  case  being  these. 
It  IS  impossible  to  escape  from  telling  them! 
And  so,  whilst  the  merry  month  of  August 
went  by,  these  two  plotted  and  counterplotted 
against  each  other. 

One  day,  about  the  middle  of  the  month 
Percy  was  sitting  in  his  office  when  Thomas 
entered  hurriedly  to  announce  a  lady.     "An 
old  lady,  sir ;  and  she  seems  very  anxious  to 
see  you,"  he  explained. 

"Show  her  up,"  Percy  answered. 
The  old  lady  bustled  upstairs,  with  much 
panting,  and  Percy,  looking  up  at  her 
entrance,  saw  a  figure  which  struck  him  as 
strangely  familiar.  She  was  a  lady  of  rotund 
proportions,  who  beamed  pleasantly  as  she 
advanced.  A  couple  of  yards  from  Percy  she 
hesitated  suddenly,  and  throwing  up  her 
hands,  exclaimed, — 

"Why,   young  man,    haven't   I   seen   you 
before,  or  am  I  dreaming  ?     For  you   must 
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know  I  have  a  wonderful  recollection  for 
faces,  and  it's  seldom  I  am  at  all  mistaken. 
Yes,  the  Lord  Macllkey  himself  once  said  to 
me  at  the  Dublin  Ball,  years  ago,  'Mrs 
O'Mea,'  says  he,  'I'd  trust  your  recollection 
of  a  face  you've  once  seen  anywhere.*  Now, 
let  me  think  and  I'll  tell  you  in  two  minutes 
where  it  was  that  I've  met  you  before." 

"I  think,"  said  Percy,  taking  the  bull  by 
the  horns,  "that  we  met  on  a  railway 
journey,  when  we  were  both  going  down  to  a 
place  called  Bridgwater." 

"  Yes,  yes,  yes,  to  be  sure,"  cried  the  old 
lady,  coming  forward,  and  taking  Percy's 
hand  in  both  her  own.  "  And  so  you're  the 
secretary  of  the  Mount  Pisa  Gold  Mine,  and 
you  never  told  me  so  when  I  asked  your 
opinion,  Well,  well !  I'm  glad  it's  a  friend 
that  Fve  found,  instead  of  Mr  John  Jones, 
the  young  blackguard  who  persuaded  me  to 
buy  Mount  Pisas.  But,  come  now,  we'll  get 
to  business.  You  must  know  that  I  have  a 
mighty  small  income,  and  I  can't  afford  to  be 
holding  shares  in  a  Company  which  does  not 
pay  a  dividend  at  all,  so  I've  come  to  you  to 
have  a  chat  about  these  precious  certificates 
of    mine    which    don't    seem    worth    two 
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farthings  apiece,  so  far  as  selling  the  shares 
IS  concerned." 

,u  ".T^"'"  "'P^''"^  ^'^^^'  " ^*^"  °^"8fc  recollect 
that  because  you  cannot  sell  a  share  it  does 
not  follow  that  the  share  is  valueless.     The 
market    is    made     up    of    many    different 
securities.     Some  have  come  to  the  period  of 
truition,  and  pay  handsome  dividends ;  others 
are   not    yet    fully   developed.     The    share- 
holders   m    these     latter     companies     must 
therefore  wait  patiently  for  their  companies 
to  jom   the    paying    class    of    investments. 
Until  such  a  stage  is  reached,  every  company 
18  at  the  mercy  of  many  nnscrupulous  persons 
connected   with    the  Stock    Exchange,   who 
make  it  their  practice  to  depreciate  the  value 
of  shares,  in   order   that   they  may  buy   in 
cheaply  those  shares  which  they  know  will 
eventually    be  valuable.      The  Mount  Pisa 
(xold  Mine  is  a  case  in  point.     This  Company 
IS  not  yet  in   a   position   to  pay   dividends, 
since  Its   properties   are  not   by  any   means 
developed,   and   for    this   very   reason  it  is 
essential  that  our  shareholders  should  exercise 
a    reasonable    patience,    knowing    that    our 
future  is  assured." 

Mrs  O'Mea  tapped  on  the  ground  with  her 
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umbrella.  "Young  man,"  she  said,  "don't 
talk  nonsense  to  me.  I've  waited  two  years 
for  these  fine  dividends  which  you  and  Mr 
John  Jones  have  been  talking  of,  and  never  a 
sign  of  them  have  I  seen.  Not  only  that, 
sir,  but  the  shares  can't  be  sold  on  the 
market  by  hook  or  by  crook,  and  as  for  what 
you  say  about  unscrupulous  persons  buying 
them  at  a  low  price,  it's  all  blarney,  if  you'll 
pardon  me  the  expression.  Sure  there's  a 
firm,  by  name  Messrs  Slamme  &  Datchit, 
who  are  off-ering  to  sell  5000  Mount  Pisa 
shares  to  any  good-natured  soul  who'll 
condescend  to  buy  them.  Don't  I  know  that 
for  a  fact?  And  yet  you'll  be  telling  me 
that  the  market  is  buying  Mount  Pisas  on 
the  sly.  Never  a  bit  of  it,  Mr  Thawne,  take 
your  grandmother's  word  for  it,  sir." 

"  You  will,  in  your  turn,  excuse  my  saying  " 
replied  Percy,  "that  to  anyone  outside  the 
immediate  circle  of  the  stock  market  the 
position  and  movement  of  mining  shares  is 
apt  to  be  nothing  short  of  bewildering.  For 
instance,  Slamme  &  Datchit  are  avowed 
enemies  of  ours,  and  the  fact  that  they  are 
offering  6000  or  10,000  shares  to-day  does 
not  preclude  the  probability  that  to-morrow 
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they  will  be  buying  20,000.  You  cannot 
rely  upon  such  itema  of  information,  believe 
me,  my  dear  madam,  since  the  Stock  Ex- 
change, ^^re  nov^,  is  worked  to  a  great 
extent  by  blu^,"  ^ 

"  Ah,  yes,  that  may  be  all  very  well  in 
general,  but  I  tell  you  it  does  not  apply  to 
the  present  case  at  all.  There's  no  bluff 
about  selling  Mount  Pisas,  and  lucky's  the 
man  who  can  do  it.  Don't  I  know  that 
Slamme  &  Datchit  are  genuine  sellers,  just  as 
well  as  I  know  that  you're  sitting  there  ? " 

Percy  shrugged  his  shoulders  after  the 
manner  of  Mr  Slygne.  -  What  is  your  object 
m  seeing  me,  if  you  will  not  a  cept  my  well- 
meant  efforts  to  help  you  ? "  he  asked  with 
comic  helplessness. 

"  rU  tell  you,"  answered  the  old  lady  "  it's 
not  you  at  all  that  I  really  wanted  to  see. 
although  I  thought  I'd  begin  by  coming 
round  here  to  give  Mr  John  Jones  a  piece  of  my 
mind.  As  Mr  Jones,  however,  does  not  seem 
to  be  about  "—Percy  shook  his  head  sadly— 
'•as  he's  not  about,  I  am  now  going  off  to  Mr 
Slygne  in  Broad  Street,  do  you  see,  and  I 
want  you  to  ring  him  up  on  the  telephone 
and  acquaint  him  with  the  fact." 


iwrm- 


236 


SHARKS 


i'ln 


-i'l:  : 


fiili 


"  Certainly,  madam,"  answered  Percy,  glad 
to  be  rid  of  the  garrulous  old  creature. 

Having  seen  the  last  of  her,  he  proceeded 
to  do  as  she  had  requested  him.  He  rang 
Slygne  up,  and  told  him  that  a  discontented 
shareholder  was  on  her  way  to  Broad  Street. 
"I  could  not  deal  with  her,"  he  added,  ''so 
thought  it  best  to  refer  her  to  you." 

"Very  good,"  replied  Slygne,  grimly,  "I'll 
see  her." 

Accordingly,  on  her  arrival  at  the  Lost 
Continent  offices,  Mrs  O'Mea  was  quickly 
ushered  into  Slygne's  comfortable  private 
room,  where  she  found  the  famous  man, 
sitting  in  an  armchair,  waiting  to  receive  her. 
She  plunged  at  once,  after  the  fashion  of  her 
race. 

"  I've  come  to  see  you  about  Mount  Pisas, 
Mr  Slygne,  for  you  must  know  that  I  can't 
afford  to  hold  shares  that  do  not  pay  a 
dividend,  and  are,  moreover,  unmarketable." 

The  financier  chafed  his  hands  together 
thoughtfully. 

"  Yes  ?  "  he  said. 

"  I  have  been  to  my  stockbrokers,  but  they 
tell  me  the  market  in  Mount  Pisas  is  dead,  so 
far  as  selling  shares  is  concerned." 
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"I  am  most  anxious  to  get  rid  of  shares 
that  do  not  pay  any  dividend.  Can  you  sell 
Mount  Ptsas  for  me  ?  " 

"Unfortunately  my  business  does  not 
include  stockbroking,"  Slygne  answered. 

n-M     <.*T  1°  ''"'''  ''"   'Po""^  ««"»«d  Mrs 
U  Mea  to  (lush  angrily. 

fl,r^°'    ,^«'  ^'"'  "*  Managing  Director  of 
the  .^cmni  Pua.  and  you  do  not  draw  your 

"  I  have  for  some  time  past  drawn  no  fees 
whatever  from  the  Mount  Pisa."  answered 
Slygne,  with  admirable  equanimity.  "I 
have  considered  it  my  duty  to  work  for  the 
Company  without  remuneration  until  we 
have  established  ourselves  more  firmly  and  I 
can   only   wish    that    some    of   my    fellow- 

r    Al?  """'"^  '=""'^*'«  "  "ke  patience- 
Mrs  OMea  gave  a  short  laugh. 

"My  dear  bhoy,"  she  answered,  "don't you 

be  coming  round  me    with   your  beautiful 

devices  for  soothing  the  troubled  breast,  for 

It  8  waste  of  breath.     I'm  only  an  old  woman 

maybe,  but  I've  had  a  mighty  long  connection 
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with  the  City,  one  way  or  another,  having  a 
nephew  in  business  at  this  very  moment,  as 
his  uncle  was  before  him.  What  I  want  is  to 
get  rid  of  Mount  Pisas,  and  not  to  have  balm 
poured  on  the  troubled  waters  of  mv  soul  bv 
you."  ^  ^ 

This  unexpected   outburst  had  absolutely 
no  effect  on  Mr  Slygne. 

"That    a    person    with   a  long    business 
experience  such  as  yours  should  attempt  to 
fasten  responsibility  upon  me  for  the  state  of 
the  Mining  Market,"  he  said,  "is  very  extra- 
ordinary.    And   I   must   inform   you  that  I 
have   quite   enough   to   look    after,   without 
attempting  to  regulate    the   movements   of 
tape  prices.      Jf  you   wish    for  information 
about  the  Mount  Pisa  Gold  Mine,  I,  or  the 
Secretary   of  the   Company,   shall   be  quite 
prepared  to  provide  the  same,  but  to  come 
here  blustering  because  your  stockbrokers  can- 
not sell  the  shares  is  both  useless  and  absurd." 

Mrs  O'Mea  grew  red  again. 

"Mr  Slygne,"  she  said,  *'  I'll  not  leave  this 
office  until  I  have  obtained  some  satisfactory 
information  about  the  Company." 

"What  do  you  wish  to  know?"  he  inter- 
rupted sharply. 
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"Why  there  are  no  buyers  of  Mount  Pisas 
on  the  market." 

"The  question  is  ridiculous.     Go  and  ask 

your  stockbrokers."  ^ 

"I   have,   and   they   reply,    'Go  and  ask 

pJlw"?   n  "^^^^^di^t  tbat  statement   most 

emphatically.     So  there    yot,  are,   madam  ' 

responded  the  financier  coldly. 

"A  contradiction  goes  for  nothing." 

"It  goes  for  more  than  the  assertion  you 

nave  just  quoted."  ^ 

wl^f  K  ""*  ^]^'   ''"'  '^°''    *^^  *«««'tion  is 
backed  by  evidence." 

"What  evidence?" 

5000  Jfcmn^  P^^a  shares." 

"  Slamme  &  Datchit ! "  he  sneered.  '« They 
are  not  genuine  sellers.  If  you  were  a  business 
man  you  would  understand." 

"  Oh,  I  understand  well  enough.  What  you 
mean  is  that  they  are  *  bearing'  the  shares- 
but  sure,  that's  all  wrong,  for  did  I  not  see 
the  very  certificates  of  the  5000  shares 
which     they     want     to    sell?        Tell      me 
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now,   am   I  correct  in    guessing  what  yon 


mean 


Slygne  looked  at  Mrs  O'Mea  with  a  glance 
of  peculiar  intelligence,  but  he  only  said, 
"  That  is  precisely  what  I  meant." 

•*Ah,  yes,  and  is  it  not  exactly  what  I 
thought.  Sure  I  know  stockbroking  terms 
well  enough  or  I'd  not  be  here  now  disputing 
with  you.  So,  as  I've  said  before,  Slamme  & 
Datchit  are  just  genuine  sellers  of  Mount 
Pisas,  only  that  they  cannot  get  any  soul  on 
the  market  foolish  enough  to  buy.  Yes,  I  saw 
the  certificates  of  the  shares  right  enough." 

Mr  Horatio  Slygne  gave  a  dry  sort  of 
chuckle  to  himself,  and  then,  having  adjusted 
his  pince-nez  with  care,  he  spoke  again, — 

"Tell  me,"  he  said,  "have  you  no  other 
suggestion  to  make  by  which  you  can  get  rid 
of  these  shares  ?  Supposing  I  do  not  see  my 
way  to  giving  you  any  cash  for  them.  What 
then  ? " 

"  Ah,  I  don't  want  cash  for  them  particu- 
larly," answered  Mrs  O'Mea,  hurriedly.  **  My 
idea  was  that  we  might  have  an  exchange,  and 
that  you  should  give  me  a  few  Lost  Continent 
ordinary  shares  in  exchange  for  my  Mount 
Pisas." 
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Slygne  laughed  very  genially. 

"AndhowmaDyifowniPwa^doyouhold?" 
ae  inquired. 

"Two  hundred." 

"  And  would  you  part  with  every  one  of 
them  ? " 

Every  single  one  of  them.  If  you  will 
give  me  some  Lost  Continent  shares,  there 
will  be  one  shareholder  less  to  worry  you  about 
the  Mount  Pisa  Gold  Mine." 
Slygne  rubbed  his  hands. 
*•  I  could  not  possibly  think  of  doing  such  a 
thing,"  he  said. 

"  Then  I  shall  worry  you." 
"  Pooh  I    How  can  you  do  that  ?  " 
"  In  many  ways.     Will  you  give  me  the 
shares  ?  " 

•'  No.     Not  a  single  one.     I  defy  you." 
"  Very  well,  Mr  Slygne,  you  shall  repent  of 
It.     Wait  till   I   and   my  nephew  get  up  a 
correspondence  in   the   financial  papers  and 
organise  a   body   of  protesting  shareholders 
agamst   you.      Wait  till  the  whole  country 
knows  what  a  failure  the  Mount  Pisa  Mine  is 
Wait  for  that,  Mr  Slygne,  and  see  how  you 
like  it."  ^ 

*•  Then  it  comes  to  this,  madam,  that  unless 
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I  give  you  Lost  Continent  shares,  you  mean  to 
start  a  campaign  against  me  in  the  Press  ? " 

"  I  do  ;  and  in  a  businesslike  way  too." 

Slygne  took  off  his  pince-nez  and  laid  them 
aside.     Then  he  leaned  across  the  table. 

"Mrs  O'Mea,*' he  said,  fixing  his  eyes  on 
heis,  "  I  want  to  ask  you  a  question." 

"  Well,  and  what  may  it  be  ? " 

*'Who  put  you  up  to  coming  round  here 
this  afternoon  ?  " 

It  was  as  though  a  bomb  had  fallen  at 
the  old  lady's  feet.  The  smiling  face  suddenly 
lengthened,  the  colour  died  away  for  a  second, 
and  then  returned,  flooding  her  cheeks 
crimson. 

'*  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  she  stammered. 

"What  I  say,"  replied  Slygne,  never 
moving  an  eyelash. 

*'  No  one,"  she  gasped,  still  very  pink. 

"  My  good  woman,  it  is  not  the  least  use 
your  prevaricating.  I  have  asked  you  a 
simple  question,  to  which  I  expect  an  answer." 

"  I  have  answered  you." 

"  I  want  a  true  answer,  madam." 

"  Sir  I     Do  you  insinuate —  " 

"  Yes,  I  do,"  he  answered,  with  gathering 
indignation.     "  I  want  to  know  who  sent  you 
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here  to  rush  me  into  bribing  you  to  bold  your 
tongue."  Slygne  banged  on  the  table  whilst 
he  spoke  till  the  inkpots  spluttered.  "Do 
you  imagine  that  yau  can  take  me  in  with 
your  clumsy  acting  ?  Don't  I  know  Slamme  & 
Datchit  well  enough  ?  Yes.  and  probably 
that  other  friend  who  has  taken  a  hand  in 
sending  you  here  this  afternoon.  However, 
we  will  have  his  name  if  you  please.  Who  is 
he? 

"I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  answered 
the  Irishwoman,  recovering  her  spirit.  "  I  am 
perfectly  within  my  individual  rights  when  I 
ask  you  about  Mount  Pisas,  and  you're  not 
going  to  be  rough-riding  over  me.  Mister 
Slygne." 

The  financier  checked  his  anger. 

"I  don't  think  you  appreciate  the  situation," 
he  remarked  quietly. 

"  Do  you  not  ? "  retorted  Mrs  O'Mea,  mis- 
reading his  coolness.  -  Perhaps  I  appreciate 
it  too  well  to  suit  your  convenience." 

"For  instance,"  went  on  Slygne.  ignoring 
her  interruption,    "you    do  not  appear  to 
understand  that  by  threatening   me  as  you 
have  done  you  lay  yourself  open  to  a  seriou 
charge  of  blackmail  which  it  will  not  be  at  all 
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hard  for  me  to  prove ;  more  especially  since 
your  visit  here  can  be  proved  to  have  been 
the  result  of  a  plot  between  yourself,  Messrs 
Slamme  &  Datchit,  and  a  third  party  whom 
it  will  not  be  diflScult  to  discover.     Probably, 
also,  you  do  not  know  that  blackmailing  is  a 
crime  which  our  judges  punish  most  severely 
with  imprisonment.     I  am  inclined  to  think 
that  you    are   ignorant  of  this   fact,   since, 
otherwise,  I  cannot  believe  that  you  would 
have  allowed  yourself  to  be  thus  made  a  cat's- 
paw  of  by  some  unscrupulous  ruffians,  who, 
knowing  the  law   themselves,   are  afraid   fco 
approach  me,   preferring  rather  to   use   the 
services   of   a   third    person,   on   whom   the 
penalty  may  fall." 

Slygne  paused  for  a  moment  to  take 
breath.  Then  he  went  on  again  in  a  more 
cheerful  tone  of  voice, — 

"  Of  course  your  ignorance  of  the  law  may 
stand  you  in  good  stead,  and  will  possibly 
serve  to  shorten  the  period  of  imprisonment 
to  which  I  shall  have  you  condemned.  But 
the  worst  of  these  law  cases  is  their  expense, 
and  so  I  am  afraid  you  will  find  yourself  in 
rather  an  unfortunate  position  by  the  time 
this  business  is  completed.     You  see  I  am, 
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luckily,  in  a  position  to  prosecute  rd  action 
like  this  to  the  very  end ;  but  with  you  it 
must  be  different  since  you  cannot  aff'ord  to 

S  ?i\T'  "'''*  ^°  "°*  P-'y  «  dividend, 
whilst  I  hold  2000  of  the  same  shares  with- 
out a  murmur.  In  view  of  all  this,  therefore. 
I  cannot  but  think  that  you  made  a  mistake 
in  joining  this  conspiracy.  Do  you  not  agree 
With  me  ? "  * 

Mrs  O'Mea  had  begun  to  fidget  unpleasaDtly. 
Her  eyes,  at  the  same  time,  were  wandering 
round  the  room.  She  reminded  Slvgne  of  a 
mouse  which  he  had  trapped  that  morning  in 
nis  bedroom  at  home. 

^  *' You  are  trying  to  intimidate  me,"  she 
declared  bravely. 

^    -Not  a  bit  of  it,"  he  answered,  smiling. 

I  am  trymg  to  state  the  case  as  pleasantly 
as  possible."  ^ 

"But  you  would  never  win  a  case  upon 
such  slight  evidence." 

"  It  will  not  be  the  first  that  I  shall  have 
won  upon  very  much  the  same  evidence  "  he 
answered.  "  The  Counsel's  charges  work  out 
at  about  20  guineas  a  day,  I  admit,  but  the 
result  18  certain,  and  I  do  not  mind  spending 
money  m  the  interests  of  the  community  " 
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Mrs  O'Mea  gradually  broke  down.  First 
of  all  she  began  to  snivel.  Then  the  tears 
welled  slowly  up  in  each  eye,  rolled  over  her 
chubby  red  cheeks,  slid  down  her  bonnet- 
stnngs,  and  finally  were  lost  to  sight  beneath 
the  ledge  of  the  table. 

"  Do  you  want  to  ruin  me  ?  "  she  sobbed. 

"Not  in  the  least,"  answered  Slygne. 

'*  But  if  you  take  this  action,  and  I  defenrl 
It,  111  be  ruined;  and  if  I  do  not  defend  it, 
1 11  be  sent  to  prison.  Can't  you  see  that 
clear  enough?" 

"  The  position  does  seem  difficult  for  you, 
I  admit,"  he  conceded.  *'But  you  have 
brought  it  on   yourself,   remember." 

"  I  did  not  mean  to." 

"  Ah,  the  consequences  of  an  action  can  be 
measured  beforehand  so  seldom ! "  observed 
Slygne,  heaving  a  sigh. 

For  several  moments  there  was  a  silence, 
broken  only  by  the  snuffling  of  Mrs  O'Mea 
Presently  she  collected  herself  and  turned  to 
him  again. 

'•  What  good  can  it  do  you  bringing  a 
poor  woman  to  ruin,  Mr  Slygne  ? " 

"  It  will  do  me  no  personal  good  whatsoever, 
madam ;  but  in  the  interests  of  the  public  I 
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consider  that  it  is  my  duty  to  crush,  when- 
^ver  I  can,  that  abominable  crime  of  black- 

"Can  you  not  let  it  pass  this  time,  con- 
smenng  the  circumstances  ?  " 
"  Why  should  I  ?  " 

pleadcl"'  '^°  '"'^*"°^  '^  ^°"  "«'''•"  '^^ 
'■Duty  is  duty,  madam,  and  besides,  I  can- 
not  believe  that  you  mean  all  yon  say,  since 
you  have  fl.dy  refused  to  give  me  the  name 
of  that    other    gentleman    who    sent    you 

II  It  was  my  nephew,  Mr  Slygne." 
"  Oh,  and  what  may  his  name  be,  pray « " 
"Grady.  Mr  Slygne ;  editor  of  one  of  the 
leading  financial  papers." 

Slygne  lay  back  in  his  chair  and  raised  his 
eyes  t»  the  ceiling.  He  felt  an  intense  desire 
to  whistle,  which  he  checked.  When  he  had 
collected  his  feelings  he  sat  up  again. 

"Mr  Grady  is  very  well  known  in  certain 
circles,  he  said.  "  Permit  me  to  congratu- 
late you  on  possessing  so— intelligent  a 
relative.  I  have  never  had  the  honour  of 
meetmg  him  yet ;  perhaps  it  is  a  pleasure  to 
come.     And    now   I    do  not   think   I   need 
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detain    you    any    longer.     Good    afternoon, 
madam." 

"  But  the  action.     Will  you  promise  not  to 
bring  the  action  ?  " 

"  I  will  promise  to  let  you  know  before  I 
do.     Good  afternoon,  madam." 

**  But  promise ;  please  promise  me.     I  can- 
not live  in  uncertainty.     Please,  Mr  Slygne." 
'•  I  must  think  it  over." 
**No,  Mr  Slygne ;  I  cannot  leave  ycu  with- 
out knowing.     Please  tell  m^,  just  yes  or  no. 
If  you  please." 

Slygne  looked  at  his  watch  and  noticed 
that  he  had  already  wasted  a  good  deal  of 
time  over  a  trivial  matter. 

"Well,"  he  said,  "I  will  promise;  but 
only  on  condition  that  you  promise  never  to 
come  near  this  oflBce  again." 

"  I  swear  to  you  that  I  never  will." 
*•  Very  good,  madam.     And  I  promise  not 
to  have  you  imprisoned  so  long  as  you  fulfil 
your  part  of  the   bargain.     Good  afternoon, 
and  let  this  be  a  warning  to  you." 
So  she  passed  from  his  sight. 
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CHAPTER  XVII 

TELLS  OF  A  PLOT  THAT  FAILED 

Percy's    present    position     was    somewhat 
dubious.     He  had  taken  the  reins  into  his 
own  hand,  and  had  driven  through  a  tightish 
place  with  success,  but  the  road  ahead  still 
looked    extremely    dangerous,   and   disaster 
seemed  inevitable  at  the  finish.     By  obtain- 
ing the  shares  from  Slygne  he  had  declared 
war  agamst  a  man  who  was  now  the  strongest 
financier  of  the  day.     By  taking  over  control 
of  the  Companies  he  had  placed  himself  in 
what    might    easily    become    an    awkward 
position   in  regard  to  the  public ;  and   now 
when    the    Lost    Continent    Company    was 
actually  floated,  he  remained   quite  outside 
the  official  circle,  and  knew  no  better  than 
the  greenest  speculator  what  Slygne's  plans 
were  for  its  future.     How  could  he  know? 
tJJachen,  safely  across  the  sea,  had  not  sent 
him  a  scrap  of  information ;  Slygne  counted 
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him  as  an  enemy,  and  Bella  knew  nothing 
whatever  about  the  great  stakes  for  which  her 
father  was  playing.  Where  could  he  turn  in 
order  that  he  might  outwit  the  Napoleon  of 
Finance?  At  present  the  only  possible 
person  for  his  purpose  seemed  to  be  Mr  Grady, 
and  he  was  surely  the  most  broken  of  reeds 
on  which  to  lean.  He  considered  the  matter 
critically  from  all  sides,  striving  to  regard 
himself  as  a  third  person  in  some  interest- 
ing fix.  The  "  fix  "  was  undoubted,  but  his 
interest  was  not  impersonal,  and  his  nerve 
wavered. 

Then  an  inspiration  seized  him. 

He  possessed  an  old  school  friend  who 
lived  at  Clifton,  the  fashionable  suburb  of 
Bristol,  where  Slygne's  yacht  was  lying. 
Why  should  he  not  find  out  the  boat's  name, 
ask  his  chum  to  make  friends  with  her  captain,' 
and  then  himself  go  down  and  investigate 
with  a  view  to  learning  the  plans  which  Mr 
Slygne  must  be  making?  For  it  was 
essential  that  he  should  know  when  the 
financier  meant  to  leave  England,  otherwise 
he  would  himself  be  left  in  the  lurch  that  he 
might  satisfy  the  misplaced  justice  of  an 
infuriated  mob.     No  sooner  was  the  thought 
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conceived  than  he  proceeded  to  put  it  into 
practice.  First  ot  all  he  wrote  to  Bella 
asking  for  the  vessel's  name.  Then,  having 
obtained  this,  he  wrote  a  little  note  of 
instructions  to  his  friend  at  Clifton,  and 
awaited,  as  best  he  could,  for  developments. 

With  the  last  week  in  August  came  his 
friend's  reply.  He  had  scraped  an  acquaint- 
ance with  the  Captain  of  the  steam  yacht 
La  Belle.  He  would  be  delighted  to  see 
Percy  at  Bristol  upon  the  following  Saturday 
afternoon,  when  nothing  would  be  easier  than 
to  contrive  a  meeting  with  Captain  Clark. 
Percy  sent  a  wire  clinching  this  arrangement, 
and  so  the  matter  was  settled. 

Aa  luck  would  have  it,  the  ensuing  Friday 
was  Settlement  Day  on  the  Stock  Exchange, 
and  Percy  received  a  handsome  cheque  that 
morning  in  payment  for  some  Missing  Links 
which  he  had  sold.  This  he  at  once  cashed, 
and,  having  secreted  a  liberal  sum  about  his 
person,  felt  thoroughly  prepared  for  his 
westward  trip. 

Slowly  that  week  dragged  by,  until  at  last 
the  eventful  morning  had  come,  and  he  was 
actually  en  route  for  the  metropolis  of  the 
west.     His  fate  really  seemed  to  be  bound  up 
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with  the  Great  Western  Railway,  for  on  that 
Company  8  line  he  had  first  met  his  sweet- 
heart   and    by  the  present   expedition    he 
hoped  to  outdo  Slygne.    How  many  more 
such  journeys  would  he  take  before  the  farce 
had   been   played   out?    Not  many,   surely 
since  no  mortal  power  could  keep  the  Zo,t 
tontment  Company  afloat  so  soon  as  people 
found  out  that  there  was  in  reality  no  Lost 
Continent  forthcoming.    The  present  '■  boom  " 
might  continue  for  a  month,  or  for  six  months 
but  the  crash  must  come  at  length.     Percy 
trembled  to  tHnk  that,  unless  he  could  find 
out  something  definite  beforehand,  this  same 
crash  must  bury  him  in  ruin.    But  no,  it 
should  not  be ;  he  would  learn  all  Slygne's 

n^!  '".  "i**  ''°''"'  *^«  ^°^  Captain 
Clark  A  West-Country  clamour  of  voices 
disturbed  his  reverie.     Bristol  was  reached. 

The  Temple  Meads  Station  was  at  its 
busiest  Youths  in  flannel  suits  dashed  to 
and  fro;  rosy-cheeked  damsels  peeped  from 
beneath  deep-brimmed  straw  hats.  On  the 
far  platform  aristocratic  Cliftonians  moved 
languidly  about  in  parties,  waiting  for  a 
balford  train  to  take  them  up  the  river. 

"I      have     arranged    a     most      precise 
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programme  for  you,"  M'Cawe  explained  later 
»  they  ep„„  CUftonwards  on  the  toj  of  In 
eleotnc  tram.  "  I  am  going  to  take  yon  to  Z 
on  some  ve^  decent  people  first  of  ^1.  Thl 
we  will  go  down  to  the  quay,  where  I  happen 
to  know  that  Captain  Clark  wUl  be  Z 
f^.ng.    After  that  we  can  either  dine  m. 

ti?t'   ""  "'*'   f*"  '^^^^    *»  "<>'"«  with  OS. 

whichever  yon  like." 

"I  think  then  that  I  will  invite  the  Captain 
to  dmner  ,f  you  don't  mind.  You  see.  I  am 
anxious  to  get  at  the  truth  to-day." 

will  tit  ol'*'  "^  '*"'  ''°^-    ^^'  "ere  we 
When  their  social  duties  had  been  broncht 

out  fofr^"    "'"'•  '*'*''"'"'  -d  Po-Tse 
out  for  Bristol  once  more. 

..  ^**^  *°  i^  "'''  drawbridge  Percy's  fHend 
Stopped  suddenly.  <.  Look  I "  he  said,  witla 
wave  of  the  hand,  -there  iB  La  £elle  >'• 
Percy  started,  and  with  very  mixed  emotions 
surveyed  the  big  and  graceful  boat  as  she 
swung  lazily  at  her  moorings.  She  certain^ 
seemed  built  for  speed;  the  most  inexperf! 
enced  eye  could  see  that  the  sharp  taperfng 
bows  and  the  gently  swelling  sides,  glistening 
white  m  the  long  lights  of  the  5temoo„ 
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would  all  contribute  to  a  power  of  racing  over 
the  seas. 

'*Sly^ne,*'  reflected  the  secretary,  "knew 
what  he  was  about.  Nothing  short  of  a 
torpedo  boat  could  catch  La  Belle." 

He  looked  at  the  beautiful  boat  with  intense 
interest.     What   would  she    mean   to  him? 
What  part  was  she  to  play  in  his  life  ?    Did 
she  indeed  mean  freedom  and  escape  from  a 
situation   which    was   daily   becoming   more 
complex  and   dangerous?     Or  would   it  be 
that  one  night  she  would  steal  out  into  the 
Channel  with  all  that  made  life  worth  living 
to  him  on  board,  while  he  remained  forsaken, 
alone,  and  a  scapegoat?    He  clenched   his 
teeth  and  resolved  that  come  what  might 
that  should  never  be. 

•'The  Captain,"  said  M'Cawe,  "will  be 
waiting  for  us  in  the  «  Ship '  Inn  about  half  a 
mile  away.  But  we  are  not  due  to  meet  him 
for  an  hour  yet.  Would  you  like  to  go  on 
board?  I  have  often  been;  the  sailors 
know  me  as  a  friend  of  Captain  Clark's,  and 
there  wouldn't  be  the  slightest  difficulty." 

Curiosity  moved  Percy  strongly  and  with 
some  eageriiess  he  agreed.  In  five  minutes  a 
waterman  had  taken  them  out  to  the  yacht, 
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•nd  they  monnted  the  gangway  steps,  which 

Z...  '"''  "f  '"^  °"  •*«"''•  A  steward 
met  then.,  and  scenting  a  tip.  conducted  them 
over  the  vessel  with  muoh  voluble  explana- 

It    certainly    was    a    magnificent    boat. 
"  wf).!,  ""^,  r;''«°*'y  determined   that  his 

Ubo„sshouldbeascomfortableandlu.urious 

„ni?*  ^'i."  '"''°°''  """  '^°'»«''  «  i^'ory  >nd 
gold  and  the  walls  decorated  with  a  profusion 
of  tntons.  nymphs  and,  as  Mr  Weller  put  it, 
fabberious  animals  of  that  sort,"  whL  the 
light  of  mnumerable  Uttle  electric  lamps  were 
arranged  to  flash  over  these  glories  when 
night  fell.  Ue  fore  and  aft  endf  of  the  Jlte 
were  decorated  with  fine  specimens  of  ca^ed 
oak,  and  the  seats  and  couches  upholstered  in 
pale  green  leather. 

Adjoining  the  main  entrance  of  the  saloon 

library,  contammg  a  well-chosen  coUection  of 
modern  and  standard  works,  among  which 
Percy  looked  for  the  familiar  green  Wrd,  of 
M  ]iamy  and  tts  Practical  Application 
m  vain.    This  room  was  panelled  in  light  oalc 
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and  lined  at  the  sides,  with  windows  covcrei 
with  glass  shutters  of  an  Italian  design  whic] 
admitted  a  subdued  and  mellow  light  furthe 
augmented  by  a  dome  of  stained  glas£ 
Further  aft  was  the  smoking-room,  a  pleasan 
and  cosy  place. 

The  cabins  were  as  luxurious  as  all  else,  th( 
bathrooms  fitted  with  aluminium  and  panellec 
with  a  frieze  of  white  tiles  and  bird's- eyi 
maple. 

One  significant  fact  was  told  the  visitors  bj 
one  of  the  engineers  who  was  sitting  at  th< 
engine-room  hatchway  enjoying  the  air 
Steam  was  kept  up  in  the  boiler  day  and  night 
by  order  of  the  owner.  Moreover,  the  coa] 
bunkers  had  been  greatly  enlarged  and  the 
boat  could  carry  fuel  for  a  three  months' 
cruise  at  half  speed  and  for  twenty-one  daye 
at  full  power.  The  engines  also,  as  the  man 
remarked  with  some  pride,  were  extremely 
powerful  and  the  very  best  that  skill  and 
money  could  procure,  simple  compound  from 
the  Clyde  shores,  and  capable  of  seventeen 
point  three  as  a  fair  normal. 

They  left  the  steamer  with  the  sleeping  but 
ready  power  in  its  heart  and,  walking  along 
the  quay,  came  to  the   **Ship"  tavern,   a 
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brown,  meUow  and  old-fe.hioned  pl^ 
wluch  .e«„.ed  .  fitting  haunt  for  «a£ 

m  thia   tavern    they  found  Captain  Clark. 
He  wa,  a  .hort.  d«k  man.  with  a  tanned 

^  of  ?  n  "^  u'"'  '^*"      He  looked  .he 
wrt  of  Mow  who  could  stand  any  w....hcr 

!n!  i  T  'iS*^""^  '*''"'"*<*  to  k'-^w--) 
any  drmk.  However,  it  waa  no  ti,.,.  tv„ 
wgreto,    and    he  proceeded  to  "run       h,- 

which  the  latter  «,emed  to  appreciate  fu,! 

After  a  somewhat  trying  twenty  mbo-s 
^rcy  explained  his  desire  to  give^a  dinne  ! 
He  made  an  effective  littio  speech  on  the 
subject,  and  wound  up  by  .sldng  them  to 

away.    The  other  two  rose  prompUy  at  his 
swamons.  «,d  took  him  forti.  into  Baldwil! 

nght-hand  side  of  the  road,  where  they  were 
met  by  a  stout  and  smUing  proprietor. 

Uet  me  a  magnum  of  champagne 
waiter,  was  aU  that  Percy  said  as  they  ^k 
their  seats.  ^ 
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Now  It  has  been  stated  that  Percy  was  n 

m  the  habit  of  drinking  anything  beyond 

very  occasional  glass  of  potent  liquor,  wher 

as  Captain  Clark,  on  the  other  side,  owned 

thirst    that    was    practically    unquenchabl 

Vulgar   writers  in  the  lower  class  of  com 

papers  have  asserted   that  such   a   thirst 

invaluable,  some  even  going  so  far  as  to  sa 

that  they  would  not  sell  theirs  for  monei 

It  IS  at  anyrate  conceivable  that  the  gift  ma 

be  useful  upon  occasion.     It  would  have  beei 

useful    to  Percy    then.     The  secretary   wa 

already  feeling  queer  pulses  in  his  head,  a 

the   result  of   his    opening  encounter  witl 

Captain    Clark    at  the   quay   tavern.     And 

since   M'Cawe    was    but    little    better,   the 

duty  of  ordering  dinner  fell  to  the  CaptainV 

part. 

Captain  Clark  may  not  have  been  a 
gourmet,  but  he  was  a  British  sailor  and 
knew  how  to  do  his  duty.  He  ordered  a 
dinner  which  no  alderman  would  have 
scorned,  and  which  called  forth  an  eloquent 
tnbute  of  praise  from  Percy.  "  Captain  " 
declared  the  secretary  of  the  Mount  Pisa  Gold 
Mine,  stammering  slightly,  "C-Clark,  you 
make    a    splendid    M.C-c."      The    Captain 
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Si*   ^l  T    "''"'"e    to   cricket.   .„d 
modestly  disclaimed  all   knowledge    of  the 
game.    But  Percy  insisted,  and  the  coL^h! 
ment  was  accepted  under  protest. 
Before  they  had  accomplished  the  second 

that  he  would  not  try  and  pump  the  sailor 

Se^'T.'''"'^''^^"-''^-    AlHhinieon 
Mdered,  this  was  sensible  of  him 

During  the  third  course  M'Cawe  became 
-ry  talkative,  but  Percy  was  sentimenW 
He  remom,trated  more  than  once  with  his 

of  life,  and  appealed  to  the  Captain  on  the 
Bubject     Clark   said   he  had  lays  he^* 

c^,!„    f  t  '  J"''«'  °^  '=°''"'"'  ""d  the 
cnmson  of  old  port  suited  his  fancy  well 

enough.  Percy  ordered  a  bottle  of  oTd  po" 
a  once,  because,  as  he  touchingly  oCr^e" 
Clark  had  a  ■•  soul."  The  Captain^poin  eTout 
hat  he  was  eating  chicken,  but  admit  d  he 
had  done  some  fishing  in  the  past 

At  something  after  ten  o'clock  they  left 
the  restaurant,  as  the  Captain  said  he  knew  of 
a  very  good  American  bar  up  Clifton  war 
As  they  emerged  into  Baldwi/  StreetMrJ 
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thought  he  had  never  aeen  nch  ,  brilli,nt 
mght  >n  hU  life.  The  namber  of  ,ta™  "L 
«....ng.  .nd  he  conid  .tooet  h^.l^^Z 
there  were  two  moon,  out.  So  wre  w^he  oJ 
the  feet  that  he  called  hie  frieud,'  .ttTio'^  d 
the  strange  phenomenon,  but,  though  M'Cawe 

S  r"r!,  *"  -^^^  with^h.^.'^ti: 

Captain  knghed  unmercifuljy  at  Percy's 
theory.  At  Morle/s  .tatue.  which  su7d. 
hard  by  Br„tol  Bridge.  H'Cawe  expreeS  .  ' 

Dersn.^.-!  v      I       ',  Captain,  however, 

persuaded  him  to  take  «  tram  instead.     AI 
the  way  up  to  Clifton  the  seaman  was  obligtd 

would  have  saved  them  from  M'Cawe's  im...l. 
Opporite  the  Prince-sTheatre  th7y7e^S 
and  were  «,on  inside  the  American  ^   of 
which  Captain  Clark  had  spoken.    The  d^^fa 
we«   chosen   by  Clark,  .nd    paid    f^by 

"I  don't  think  much  of  this,"  that  yonnc 
gentleman  remarked,  «,  he  sipped  a  ve^ 
obnoxious  compound  which  the  Captain  hS 
called  "angostura  dead-eye." 

Ch»k    laughed.    He    was    as   cool   as   a 
cucumber,  and  enjoying  him«,lf  immensely 
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But  then  he  did  not  know  that  he  was  in 
reality  the  victim  of  a  deep-laid  plot. 

iWhen  the  angostura  had  disappeared, 
Percy  felt  somewhat  revived,  and  suggested 
a  short  stroll  in  the  open  air.  The  party 
p-jcordingly  went  out  again. 

"Now,"  thought  Percy  to  himself,  "this 
is  my  time  to  find  out  when  he  sails." 

Adopting,  therefore,  a  careless  and  genial 
tote,  he  began, — 

**I  say.  Captain,  will  you  have  another 
evening  with  us  before  you  sail?" 

"As  many  as  you  like,"  cheerfully 
answered  the  Captain. 

"Right  you  are;  but  when  will  you  be 
starting  ?  " 

"Haven't  the  least  idea,"  said  Clark. 
"  The  governor's  a  close  man  and  never  tells 
me  his  plans." 

Percy  cast  a  look  of  despair  at  M'Cawe, 
but  that  worthy  was  busy  with  his  projected 
speech,  and  the  look  was  wasted  on  him.  By 
mutual  consent  the  three  came  to  a  standstill 
near  a  lamp-post. 

"Clark,"  said  Percy,  stroking  the  tar's 
sleeve,  and  looking  into  his  eyes  with  deep 
affection,     "Clark,     try    and    collect    your 
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memory,    and     tell     me    when     you    sail. 
Do!" 

"  Don't  know,  I  tell  you,"  replied  the  other, 
grinning.     "  So  how  can  I  ? " 

Percy  drew  himself  together,  and  laid  both 
his  hands  upon  the  Captain's  shoulder. 

••  Clark,"  he  began  once  more,  in  anguished 
tones  of  entreaty,  "I  implore  you  to  try 
and  remember.  I  know  we  have  had  rather 
a  rowdy  night,  and  perhaps  you  are  a  little 
upset;  but  try,  try,  for  my  sake  try  to 
recollect  the  date." 

The  Captain  gave  a  loud  laugh. 
Percy  clasped  his  hands  together  and  the 
tears  rose  to  his  eyes. 

•*  Oh,  Clark,"  he  said,  **  I  know  it  is  hard, 
but  please  try." 

"L-^dies  and  gentlemen,"  began  M'Cawe 
in  deep  tones. 

"  Stow  it ! "  exclaimed  Captain  Clark. 
'•  Shut  up,  you  fool !  "  added  Percy. 
"  Clark !  "  Percy  said  again. 
"I  wish  to  say  a  few  words,"  continued 
M'Cawe. 

"Come  and  have  a  drink,"  interrupted 
Ca^in  Clark.  "An  angostura  is  what  you 
want." 
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"  My  friend  Mr  Thawne  has  come  down 
from  London—"  said  M'Cawe,  addressing  his 
remarks  more  particulariy  to  a  couple  of 
ragged  paper  boys  who,  with  several  other 
persons,  had  now  come  to  a  standstill  at 
the  lamp-post— "has  come  down  from 
Lond— " 

"Now,  then,  move  on  here,  please  I"  A 
policeman  of  huge  proportions  spoke.  Then 
he  caught  the  Captain's  eye  with  a  look  of 
recognition. 

"Hullo,  Jim,  you  here!"  he  said. 
"Teaching  your  grandchildren  to  swim,  I 
suppose  ? " 

"Yes,  and  they're  out  of  their  depth,  I'm 
afeared,"  answered  Clark,  sadly.  "But 
they're  doing  me  proud,  Bill,  don't  you 
forget  it  I " 

•'  It  makes  a  chap  wish  he'd  never  joined 
the  force,  Jim,"  replied  the  policeman,  dole- 
fully. "Take  them  away,  Jim,  take  them 
away." 

Percy  could  never  remember  what  happened 
after  that  point  in  the  evening.  He  was  so 
overwhelmed  by  the  failure  of  his  crafty 
scheme  that  he  might  have  done  anything. 
M'Cawe,  writing  on  the  subject  afterwards, 
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described  his  friend  as  having  pursued  a  eat 
nnsucoessfnlly  for  several  hundred  yards 
under  the  belief  that  he  was  himself  a  dog. 
Percy,  however,  absolutely  refused  to  believe 
the  tale,  which,  even  had  it  been  true, 
M'Cawe  was  in  no  position  to  remember. 
Whatever  took  place  is  now  shrouded  in 
mystery ;  but,  next  morning,  it  is  certain 
that  Percy  Thawue  woke  up  with  a  racking 
headache,  mentally  promising  himself  that  it 
was  the  last  time  he  would  ever  venture  into 
that  treacherous  country  where  Bacchus  holds 
his  sway  over  fools. 
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CHAPTEE   XVIII 

MfflmONINO  ONB  8CBNE  AND  PKOMISINO  ANOTHKR 

Xm^.  Report  from  Professor  Pentig^Z 
^P^r.  I  am  glad  to  announce  that  wo^ 
ha«  been  proceeding  most  satisfactorily  Td 
from  soundings  taken  last  week.  I  find  that  tt' 
continent  js  now  within  two  miles  from  the 
waters  surface.  In  another  three  monti  al 
the  more  important  mountain  chains  should 
begin  to  show  above  the  ocean." 

1?n„!"'7"  ""^  '"•"""""^rnent  which  threw 
England  mto  fresh  ecstasies  and  drov* 
Mu>s^ng  Unk  shareholders  wild  with  delight 
fhe  shares  leapt  five  points  on  the  strength 
of  the  report ;  but  its  further  effect  was  unfo^ 
seen  even  by  Horatio  Slygne  himself. 

It  led  to  a  debate  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
Ine    Labour   Partv    wm    .„    -  ■ 

n-w.-ot^        V     \    ^  '"     power;     but 

OFistycough,  the  g^t  Irish  leader  com- 
manded so  large  a  following  that  he  was  abTe 
to  mak„  things  very  hot  for  the  Government 
whenever  he  chose,  and  he  generally  cW 
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Upon  the  night  in  question  some  Liberal 
member  had  asked  whether  the  Qovernment 
intended  taking  over  control  of  the  new 
Continent,  when  raised,  or  whether  it  was  to 
be  left  in  the  hands  of  Mr  Slygne.  The 
Minister  replied  that  this  subject  had  not  yet 
been  considered,  it  being  thought  time  enough 
when  the  continent  had  actually  appeared. 
Thereupon  O'Fistycough  rose  and  delivered 
an  impassioned  speech  on  Irish  grievances, 
winding  up  with  a  demand  that  the  new 
country  should  be  given  to  Ireland  as  a  place 
where  Irishmen  might  settle  down  in  freedom, 
prosperity,  and  peace,  such  as  they  had  en- 
joyed long  years  ago.  The  applause  was 
Hibernian  and  complete. 

There  followed  an  ex-Minister  of  the  old 
Tory  party.  He  said  that  if  the  new  country 
was  to  be  in  mid- Atlantic,  as  he  understood, 
O'Fistycough's  proposal  would  have  at  least 
one  advantage.  "Because,"  he  went  on,  "in 
that  case  the  meetings  of  the  Irish  Parliament 
will  disturb  no  one,  and  the  corpses  of  those 
who  die  fighting  within  its  precincts  can  then 
be  sunk,  with  naval  honours,  in  the  ocean."  A 
scene  of  the  utmost  disorder  followed,  this 
.speech  being  made  a  pretext  fur  the  periodical 
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free  fight  When  that  was  over,  and  OTisty- 
congh  had  gone  out  to  bandage  his  eye.  the 
d  *cu.s:on  was  continued  by  someone  who 
drew  attention  to  the  possible  danger  which 
n>.ght  be  caused  by  rising  continents  to  trans- 
Atlantic  steamers. 

tt,i.."'''"l,^°"'P*°^'''  '"*  ^•'P""."  "Claimed 
th  gentleman  wildly,  '.  states  that  mountains 
wiil  soon  begin  to  appear  above  water.  What 
therefore,  will  be  the  result  if  any  of  our 
steamships  strike  against  their  summits?" 
Thw  knotty  point  occupied  the  Legislature's 
mind  for   several    weeks,   to    the  complete 

in  despair,  the  Government  appointed  a  Special 

Wrf  be.  The  papers  again  took  up  The  Lost 
^ontinent  Company  as  a  source  of  "copy" 
Passenger  traffic  across  the  Atlantic  came  to 
a  standstill,  smce  none  would  consent  to  risk 
their  lives  upon  so  hazardous  a  journey  until 
Parliament  should  have  declared  the  route 
safe.  Would-be  travellers,  therefore,  stayed 
at  home  to  watch  developments,  and  the  boats 
ceased  runnmsr. 

This,  for  certain   reasons  of  his  own,  was 
exactly  what  Mr  Slygnn  desired,  although  he 


368 


SHARKS 


Iv  1 


I  I'  I        ! 


had  not  dared  to  hope  for  a  result  so  pleasant, 
and  obtained  so  easily.  He  watched  matters 
with  considerable  private  amusement.  He  had 
anticipated  some  little  excitement,  but  nothing 
on  a  scale  of  such  magnificence.  It  reminded 
him  of  old  days,  before  the  Company  was 
floated.  Then  he  sold  a  few  shares  at  the 
increased  price,  and  turned  to  consider  his  own 
private  affairs. 

While  Slygne  indulged  in  thoughts  of  such 
a  pleasing  nature,  Percy's  state  of  mind  was 
anything  but  complacent.  Not  only  had  his 
sagacious  plans  with  regard  to  Bristol  failed, 
but  he  could  see  nothing  else  to  do  except  fall 
back  upon  the  assistance  of  Mr  Grady.  This, 
when  compared  with  the  Bristol  conspiracy, 
was  a  very  left-handed  affair,  and  that  he  should 
be  ableto  outwit  Slygne,  even  with  Grady's  aid, 
seemed  little  short  of  impossible.  For  all  Percy 
knew  to  the  contrary,  Grady  would  be  utterly 
worsted  in  any  encounter  which  he  might 
have  with  Slygne,  and,  at  lest,  the  editor  of 
the  Investors'  Ferret  was  not  to  be  trusted 
half  a  yard,  either  as  a  friend  or  an  enemy. 
The  only  plan  which  Percy  could  think  of  was 
to  obtain  particulars  of  the  encounter  from 
Grady  directly  it  was  over.    For  it  seemed 
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to  Pero7  that,  unless  Sljgne  carried  all  before 
him  in  his  interview  with  the  blackmailer,  he 
would  probably  temporise;  and,  in  that  case, 
the  length  of  time  which  he  asked  for  would 
undoubtedly  measure  the  life  of  the  Lost 
Lanttnent  Recovery  Company.  When  Percy 
was  once  in  possession  of  this  information,  he 
would  have  drawn  one  step  nearer  to  the  solu- 
tion  of  the  problem  which  now  troubled  him 

It  was  upon  the  13th  of  September  that 
Percy  thought  on  these  things,  and  it  was  two 
days  later  that  he  received  his  second  call 
from  Mr  Grady.  His  visitor  entered  smilinir 
and  sat  down  with  an  easy  grace,  saying  as 
he  did  so,  '*  Well,  Mr  Thawoe,  and  what 
news  have  you  for  me  this  morning  ?  " 

"Sir,"  replied  Percy,  -since  we  last  met, 
your  proposals  have  received  my  careful  con- 
sideration,  and.  as  a  result,  I  have  judged  it 
best  not  to  mention  the  matter  to  Mr  Slygne 
!u  .  L  ^  T  ^^^^'^^i'^^d,  in  my  own  mind, 
that  he  will  never  think  of  subscribing  to 
your  paper,  and  should  you  disagree  with  me, 
1  can  only  advise  you  to  go  round  and  inter- 
view  him  on  the  subject." 

"  And  is  that  the  extent  of  your  delibera- 
tions, Mr  Thawue  ? " 
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"There  is  scarcely  anything  to  add,  Mr 
Grady.  I  refer  you  to  Mr  Slygne,  and  con- 
sider it  highly  unlikely  that  you  will  persuade 
him  to  subscribe.     Supposing  I  am  right  in 

this — " 

"  Well,  and  supposing  you  are  right  ? " 

••Well,  then  I  have  nothing  at  all  to 
suggest,  except  perhaps  ..." 

•*  Yes ;  except  perhaps  what  ? " 

Percy  yawned.  "It  is  such  a  pity  that  I 
cannot  trust  you,"  he  said.  "Trifles  become  so 
difficult  under  the  circumstances." 

••  My  dear  Mr  Thawne,  really  you  are  mis- 
taken." 

••  I  wish  you  were  right." 

•*  I  am.     What  have  I  to  gain  by  deceiving 

2  11 

•'  That  is  precisely  what  I  cannot  tell  you," 
replied  Percy.  "But  the  habits  of— er— 
diplomacy — are  very  insidious,  you  know." 

'•Believe  me,"  returned  Mr  Grady,  "when 
I  tell  you  that  I  do  not  wish  to  deal  diplo- 
matically with  you  in  any  respect,  and,  if  you 
have  any  scheme  in  your  mind  by  which  I  can 
help   you  and  benefit  myself— I   mean  my 

paper — " 
••  Yes,  yes,"  replied  Percy,  "  I  know  all  that, 
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and  the  thing  which  I  thought  of  asking  you 
to  do  might  sound  extremely  simple. 
Nevertheless,  I  am  perfectly  certain  that  it 
would  be  the  hardest  task  in  the  world  for 
you  to  accomplish.'* 

"Tell  me  what  this  may  be,  Mr  Thawne, 
and  I  will  at  least  try." 

**  I  was  simply  going  to  suggest  that  you 
should  come  back  to  me,  after  having  inter- 
viewed Mr  Slygne,  and  give  me  a  true  account 
.f  your  conversation  with  him .  By  comply  in  g 
with  my  wishes  in  this  matter  you  might 
have  added  a  new  subscriber  to  your  paper." 

*'I  shall  be  delighted  to  do  so,"  said  Mr 
Grady. 

"  I  know  that,"  retorted  Percy.  "But  how 
could  you  possibly  give  me  a  true  account  of 
your  interview  with  Mr  Slygne  ?  You  might 
try,  of  course  ;  biu  how  can  I  believe  that  you 
would  be  at  all  successful  ?  " 

"  I  would  really  try,"  responded  Mr  Grady, 
wistfully.  "  You  see  there  is  nothing  to  be 
gained  by  my  not  doing  so." 

A  painful  silence  followed,  during  which 
Percy  regarded  his  companion  sorrowfully, 
whilst  Grady  screwed  his  features  into  a  look 
of  mute  determination. 
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•*  I  presume,"  began  Percy,  presently,  *'  that, 
should  my  forecast  prove  correct,  you  will 
feel  bound  to  threaten  Mr  Slygne  with  the 
publication  of  certain  particulars  concerning 
the  Mount  Pisa  Gold  Mine  ?  " 

Mr  Grady  bowed.  "  And  possibly  other 
concerns  in  which  Mr  Slygne  is  largely 
mterested,"  he  added. 

"Mr  Slygne  may  defy  you." 

"  I  do  not  think  so.  We  have  such  a  very 
exceptional  record  in  the  past.  If  you 
remember  the  Pneumatic  Kite  Flying 
Company  crisis  two  years  ago,  you  may  also 
recollect  that  we  were  responsible,  in  the  first 
place,  for  the  revelations  which  ultimately  led 
to  the  winding  up  of  the  Company,  and  to  the 
rum  of  its  Directors." 

**  The  Directors  were  guinea  pigs,"  answered 
Percy.     "  But  Mr  Slygne  is  a  financier." 

"That  is  at  once  his  strength  and  his 
weakness,"  observed  Mr  Grady,  with  the 
sleekest  of  smiles.  "  I  think  I  will  go  and 
see  Mr  Slygne  at  once." 

"  Do,  by  all  means ;  and  I  shall  be  very 
pleased  to  hear  how  you  get  on,  if  you  care  to 
come  round  here  afterwards." 

"  I  shall  certainly  do  myself  the  pleasure  of 
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^l«g  upon  the  Secretary  of  the  WM  West 
CM  Corporatvcr,,"  answered  Percy's  visitor 
moving  towards  the  door.  ' 

';Kemembering,   I   hope,   that  there  is  a 
gram  of  truth  in  what  he  said  «,m.  ! • 
about  the  habits  of  diploL;'""""""'"'^° 

sir"  ?p!!*'  t'TT  """"P'^'  ''"*°«°"  from  me. 
sir,    remarked  the  editor. 

-p..ed    the    secretary,    and    theyJLted. 
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"I  REPRESENT  the  Investors'  Ferret" 

Mr  Grady  spoke.  He  was  standing  in 
Slygne's  private  room  at  the  offices  of  The 
Lost  Continent  Recovery  Company.  He  stood 
thus,  waiting  to  be  offered  a  seat.  Slygne, 
however,  who  was  alone  at  his  table,  did  not 
speak.  He  simply  leaned  back  in  his  chair 
and  looked  up  over  the  rim  of  his  pince-nez, 
Mr  Grady  sat  down  uninvited. 

"I  represent  the  Investors'  Ferret,''  he 
repeated,  after  a  reasonable  pause. 

"  Then  the  sooner  "yon  get  out  of  my  office 
the  better  for  you,"  remarked  Slygne,  and, 
leaning  forward  again,  he  resumed  his 
writing. 

"As  it  happcLs,  I  have  come  to  see  you  on 
business,  Mr  Slygne,"  answered  the  black- 
mailer, quietly. 

"Unfortunately,  I  am  too  busy  to  attend 
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to  you,"  answered   Slygne,  without  looking 

in  Xr  ^^^  ^'"^  ^°''  ^"''''  ""^  *°  ^'  '^°^^ 
Slygne  sat  up  for  a  moment. 
"I  wished  to  look  at  you,"  he  said.     -I 
have  now  satisfied  my  curiosity  and  you  can 
go* 

Grady  laughed. 

"  To  be  looked  at  by  you.  Mr  Slvgne,  is  an 
honour  I  am  sure;  but  having  gratified  your 
curiosity,  it  may  interest  you  to  know  that  I 
have  come  here  on  business  of  a  somewhat 
urgent  nature." 

"Urgent  for  you,  perhaps.  Personally  I 
am  engaged." 

"I  am  sorry  that  I  must  intrude  myself 
upon  you,  Mr  Slygne.  Will  you  kindly  give 
me  ten  minutes?"  ^ 

"No,  sir,  I  will  not." 

"  You  would  prefer  me  to  go  away  ? " 

"Yes,  and  I  shall  take  steps  to  ensure  your 
going  away  should  you  insist  upon  troubling 
me  much  longer."  ^ 

Grady  began  chuckling  to  himself.     Then 
Ignoring  Slygne's  last  remark,  he  said,— 

"I   may    tell  you    that    my    business   is 
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connected  with  the  Investors*  Ferret  t  Mr 
Slygne.     Do  you  happen  to  know  the  paper  ?  " 

"I  should  think  that  everyone  who  has 
been  in  the  City  for  a  year  must  know  the 
paper.  I,  at  anyrate,  wish  to  hear  nothing 
further  about  you  or  your  libellous  rag. 
Leave  my  oflBce  I " 

"Oh,  Mr  Slygne,  I  must  really  protest 
against  your  violent  language.  How  can  you 
speak  so  of  the  Ferret,  a  paper  which  is 
strongly  inclined  to  be  friendly  towards  you." 

"  I  want  none  of  your  friendship.  It  is  a 
credit  to  be  hated  by  such  a  parcel  of  knaves 
as  you  and  your  agents.     Now  go." 

Grady  placed  his  hat  on  the  floor  and  spread 
out  a  copy  of  the  Ferret  upon  the  table  before 
him. 

"This  is  pleasant  banter,  Mr  Slygne,"  said 
he,  "  but  you  must  know  as  well  as  I  do  that 
you  cannot  afbrd  to  despise  us." 

Slygne  clasped  one  hand  over  the  knuckles 
of  the  other,  and  the.  veins  in  his  temples 
began  to  swell. 

"  How  many  times  am  I  to  repeat  what  I 
have  said  ? "  he  demanded  hotly.  "  I  tell  you 
that  you  are  a  pack  of  blackmailing  scoundrels, 
and  I  would  scorn  to  deal  with  you — yes,  even 
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would  n,e  L  fo."ir' ;rjr;„:  z 

succeed  where  your  dupe,  Mrs  O'Mel.  LlTd 

nervously.  He  sat,  crouched  up  over  the 
edge  of  the  table,  like  some  fat  L  21 Z 
watches  a  hen  with  chickens. 

sneered.  Have  yon  such  a  white  past  that 
yon  can  afford  to  fling  „,„d  at  meCty 
paper,  a  paper  which  has,  at  least,  helped  the 

C  mJan  ^^7''°''^-''  -  -o™  tha^n  one 
Company  with  greater  claims  to  respectability 
than  ever  the  Wild  West  posseLd.  Z 
then  yon  must  say  something,  I  suppose,  and 

a  little  natural  heat  over  my  visit.  Faith  it's 
a  wonder  that  I  have  not  called  onyou  b^re 
although  I  am  glad  I  did  not.  You  wTe 
never  so  well  known-famous  I  might  aim! 
say-as  you  are  to-day.  and  therefore  I  have 
chosen  the  best  time  to  lay  my  proposal! 
before  yon.    Ton  mast  be  a  rich  man  by  now 
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Mr  Slygne — yes,  aD  1  growing  richer  every  day. 
Why  not  receive  me  quietly,  then  ? " 

Slygne  answered  in  a  dangerously 
monotonous  tone, — 

"If  you  do  not  leave  this  room  in  ten 
seconds  I  will  send  for  thte  police." 

"Oh,  fiddlededee!  Talk  sense,  pray,  sir; 
or  be  quiet  and  let  me  talk." 

Slygne  got  up,  shaking  in  «very  limb. 
He  came  round  the  table  at  a  half-run  and 
laid  his  hand  upon  Grady's  collar. 

"  Are  you  going,  man?"  he  snarled,  putting 
his  lips  almost  in  the  other's  ear.  "For,  by 
Gad,  if  you  stay  much  longer  you're  going 
to  get  into  trouble." 

But  the  pressman  never  flinched. 

"Listeii  to  me,  Horatio  Slygne,"  said  he. 
'*  I've  come  here  to  do  business,  and  not  to 
watch  your  theatricals.  Have  you  forgotten 
with  whom  you  are  dealing,  that  you  go  on 
in  this  childish  way  ?  Do  not  I  know  enough 
about  you  and  your  Companies  to  raise  such 
a  scandal  in  England  that  it  would  topple 
you  from  your  present  position  in  ten  days  ? 
Remember  that  you  will  not  be  the  first  man 
whom  the  Ferret  has  brought  to  disgrace. 
Have   you    forgotten    the    case    of   Colonel 


IS  ACRIMONIOUS  279 

Gardene,  Chairman    of   the    Noiseless   Ex- 
plonves     Cornpany;     or     Richard     Cobbe, 
Managing  Director  of  the    Patent  Spinning 
^-f^nesofG         Britain  and  La  J. 
or.  la^t  of  all,  Lord  Eadon  and  his   brother 
Directors    of    the    Pneumatic   Kite   Flyina 
C^panyf    Did  any  one    of    these    stLd 
successfully   against   the    Investors'    Ferret 
swells  though  they  were?    Tell  me,  Horatio 
%gne,  cou  d  one  of  them  stand  against  me; 
and  then  tell  me  if  you  imagine  that  you  wil 
accomplish  what  they  failed  to  do  ?  " 

Slygne  resumed  his  seat  slowlv  He 
had  grown  cooler  while  the  other  was 
speaking. 

" Grady,"   he    said,    "I   remember    every 
one  of  the  nien  whom  you  have  mentioned, 
and  I  can  tell  you,  from  personal  knowledge 
of   them,    that     they    were,    one    and    all, 
rssourceless  fools.    Perhaps  you   think  that 
in  me  you  have  one  of  their  kidney  to  deal 
with,  but  you  are  wrong.     I  know  the  City 
sir,  every  turn  of  it,  every  trick  of  it.     More 
than  that,  my  friend,  I  know  the  men  who 
have  their  hands  upon  its  most  secret  strings 
And,  knowing  what  I  do,  sir,  I  defy  you,  and 
mvite  you  to  do  your  very  worst  against  me. 


I 


If^X  I 


hv     I 


1)113 


I! 

i 

■1 

I 

1 

1         ' 

1 

m 

•-■  i-    ... 

28o 


SHAkKS 


I  am  stronger  than  you  at  every  move  in 
your  own  game.     Now  go." 

Grady,  however,  made  no  movement. 

*'  If  what  you  say  is  true,  Mr  Slygne,  why 
are  Mount  Pisas  quoted  in  the  City  at  a 
discount  ?  Why  has  the  Company  issued  no 
Report  for  two  years  ?  Why  are  the  share- 
holders discontented,  and  only  waiting  for  a 
leader  to  break  into  open  revolt  against  the 
present  management?  Tell  me  that,  Mr 
Slygne." 

The  financier  laughed. 

*•!  have  no  time  to  discuss  the  affairs  of 
the  Mount  Pisa  with  you  this  morning,  I 
fear.  Throw  open  the  columns  of  your 
paper  to  such  a  discussion.  It  will  give  you 
*  copy,*  and  can  do  me  no  harm." 

"  I  will,"  said  Grady,  quietly.  "  The  affairs 
of  the  Wild  West  shall  also  Cgure  in  our 
pages." 

'*Good,*'  responded  Slygne.  "But  re- 
member this,"  and  he  leaned  ov«ir  the  table 
with  a  malicious  grin,—"  The  first  sign  of  a 
naovement  on  your  part  will  also  be  the 
signal  for  me  to  take  action  against  you." 

**  Very  good,  Mr  Slygne.  You  shall  have 
a  strong  case  to  combat,   never   fear.     And 
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now  T  think  I  will  go.    There  is  nothing 

The  two  men  rose  simultaneously,  and  for 
several  seconds   they  stood   looking  at  each 

"You   have  no  further  remarks  to  offer, 
Mr  Slygne  ?  " 

"Absolutely  none." 

"Then  I  will  return  to  the  Wild  West 
oflices.     Good  day." 

Grady  turned  away,  but  Slygne  stepped 
quickly  between  his  visitor  and  the  door 

"I  should  like  an  explanation  if  you 
please,  he  said,  and  there  was  a  white  light 
m  nis  eyes,  ° 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  Grady 

Wild  West  offices.     Am  I  to  understand  that 
you  have  already  been  there  ? " 
'*  Certainly." 

"Oh!  May  I  inquire  how  you  were 
received  ? 

"I  was  received  with  considerably  more 
courtesy  than  you  have  exercised.  Mr  Slygne  " 

Slygne  stroked  one  end  of  his  moustache,  and 
regarded  Grady  thoughtfully  the  while.    He 
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seemed  to  balance  a  decision.     Then  he  moved 
aside  and  threw  open  the  door. 

"  Good   afternoon,"  he  said,  with  a  slight 
smile. 

And  Mr  Grady  answered,    "Good   after- 
noon." 

All  this  time  Percy  sat  in  the  Wild  West 
offices,  picturing  to  himself  the  scene  which 
he  knew  to  be  taking  place  between  Slygne 
and  Grady.  He  would  have  likod  to  be 
present  at  the  meeting  of  two  such  redoubt- 
able warriors,  but,  since  that  was  impossible, 
he  fell  back  on  his  own  imagination,  and 
silently  rehearsed  a  series  of  animated  con- 
flicts between  them. 

At  about  half-past  four  he  was  startled 
from  his  reverie  by  Thomas,  who  dashed 
in  to  announce  that  Mr  Slygne  was  "on 
the  telephone,"  a  summons  which  Percy 
hurried  ojQf  to  answer  at  once.  Slygne's  first 
words  made  him  feel  dizzy. 

"Have  you  suggested  anything  to  Mr 
Grady  of  the  Investors*  Ferret  about  paying 
him  blackmail  money  ? " 

"  No." 

"Oh!  I  understood  from  him  that  when 
he  called  on  you  this  afternoon  your  attitude 
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was  rather  in   that  direction.     At   anyrate. 
he  wal    be  round  at  your  o£Bce  again  in   a 

that  he  says   to  you.     I  may  wish  you  to 
repeat  .t  to  me  afterwards.     Good-day." 
Inat  was  all. 

ba?.  ^1"^^°""  '^"  ""S.  and  Percy  went 
back  to  h.s  seat  feeling  as  if  he  had  just 
escaped  from  falling  off  a  precipice.      Here 

hTd  IJ  T^l  '"^'"^  *°  ^^  Pl°' '  Grady 
had  not  only  been  worsted   by  Slygne    but 

had  actually  ..ied  to  put  SlygLaSth 
own  secretary.     That  was  Percy's  reading  „f 
the  incident,  and  his  blood  boiled  against  the 
knare  from  whom  he  had  expected  so  little 
and  had  received  still  less.  ' 

He  waited  for  his  visitor  in  a    glow  of 

wait,  for.  "ive  minutes  later,  Mr  Grady 
appeared  ,n  the  flesh,  his  face  wreathed 
m  smiles. 

.1^?"'i"'  Thawne,"  he  began.  "lam 
giaa  to  inform  yon  ..." 

"I  don't  want  to  hear  your  d— d  lies  " 
broke  out  Percy,  wrathfully.  "I  g^^e  you 
one  simple  condition  to  fulfil,  and  you  have 
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tried  to  tarn  it  into  a  weapon  against  me 
with  Mr  Slygne.  If  you  come  gammoning 
me  any  more  I'll  kick  you  downstairs, 
you  miserable  little  cur!" 

Mr  Grady's  jaw  dropped. 

"  What  .  .  ."  he  began. 

"Don't  '  what '  me,  sir,"  thundered  Percy, 
"  but  clear  out  of  this  as  quick  as  you  can. 
I've  seen  a  great  deal  too  much  of  you 
already  this  afternoon.  Cut  it,  do  you 
hear  1 " 

"MrThawne  .  .  ." 

"Will  you  go?"  roared  Percy  again. 
"  Or  do  you  want  helping  ? " 

He  sprang  up  as  he  spoke  and  ran  towards 
Grady.  But  the  editor,  who  was  a  small 
man,  did  not  wait  his  coming.  He  turned 
tail  and  rushed  out  of  the  room  as  fast 
as  his  feet  could  carry  him,  leaving  Percy 
to  recover  himself  as  best  he  could. 

This  the  young  man  found  somewhat 
difficult  of  accomplishment,  for  he  was 
very  much  upset  at  the  failure  of  his 
scheme  for  discovering  Slygne's  movements. 
For  the  next  hour  he  sat  taxing  his  powers 
of  ingenuity,  that  he  might  find  some  new 
method   of  achieving    the    desired   purpose. 
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And  still  there  eeemed  but  one  eonrse  left 
open,  a   modest  course  after  his  late  plaus 
yet  one   wh.ch   at  length,   and  for  lack  o 
anything    more    elaborate,    he    decided    to 
adopt.     He  settled  down  to  write  a   letter 
to  his  fnend  M-Cawe,   a  letter  which   was 
a  forlo^   hope    containing  the  instructi" 
of    a    commander    whose   forces    had   been 
d«organ.sed.     "Dine  with   Captain  CWk" 
•t  ran,    "at  least  three  times  a  week   and 
make  certain   upon   every  occasion     hatfce 
does  not  know  when  La  Belle  starts.    As 

r sITlinTX  to^m'r^   *'*  ""^  »' 
«"iflg,   Wire  to  me,   and    so  earn   the 

eJrnaUratitude  of  ,our  old  friend,  Pe^; 
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CHAPTER   XX 

A    TIME     OF     WAITING 

Now  began  a  time  of  calm,  of  calm  that  was 
tempered  with  anxiety  and  the  sense  of 
imminent  happenings.  Percy  could  do  no 
more  at  the  moment.  He  must  wait  on 
events  and  posses?  himself  with  such  patience 
as  he  could. 

Already  he  found  himself  a  wealthy  man. 
With  great  caution  he  had  sold  small  parcels 
of  his  shares,  though  he  still  retained  a  con- 
siderable number.  His  bank  account  was 
substantial,  he  felt  himself  a  man  of  means. 
But  knowing  what  be  did,  he  realised  for  how 
short  a  space  the  sun  would  shine  on  his  Tom 
Tiddler's  ground  and  how  dark  the  night 
which  must  soon  fall  would  be. 

But  there  was  nothing  to  be  done  but  wait. 

This  period  of  calm  had  many  consolations. 

Daily  Percy  met  the  girl  of  his  heart,  and 

these  happy  hours  were  none  the  less  happy 
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when  he  remembered  that  Bella  was  the 
daughter  of  Horatio  Slygne.  The  fact  gave 
an^added  joy  to  the  situation  in  his  ingenuous 

Many  persons  regard  that  tract  of  ground 
named  Kemir>^ton  Gardens  as  nothing  more 
than  a  semi-public  enclosure  for  the  recreation 
01  London  citizens,  with  a  pond  in  the  middle 
for  the  convenience  of  ducks,  small  boys,  and 
dogs^    But  the  Gardens  at  Kensington  Ure. 
for  Percy  and  Bella,  a  sacred  grove,  a  domain 
of  fancies,  a  realm  where  phantom   castles 
sprung  to  s^ht  like  magic  and  fairy  whispers 
thronged  the  grass  blades.     Here  it  was  that 
they  were  wont  to  keep  the  tryst  of  love, 
meeting  close   to  a  certain  obelisk   not  far 
from   the  old    Round    Pond.     Here,   whilst 
Wygne  napped  at  home,  or  worked  out  his 
daily  profits  before  dinner,   the  lovers  used 
to  meet  and  whisper  the  hopes  and  fears  of 
their  devotion.     Here,  whilst  greedy  specu- 
lators  checked  their  bargains,  and  pressmen 
sent  m  the  "day's  prices"  for  print,  Percy 
would  meet  his  Lady  Love  and  pray  for  that 
day   when    m   Lost    Continent    Company 
should  exist  no  more.     Such  moments  were 
h.s  only  relaxation  from  the  perpetual  straiu 


I'll 
p 


\i  ^ 


288 


SHARKS 


of  the  contest  which  he  was  waging  against 
Slygne,  a  strain  which,  as  the  weeks  flew  by, 
became  ever  more  and  more  intense. 

Meantime  the  price  of  Missing  Link  shares 
was  gradually  creeping  up.  Some  days  they 
would  relapse  for  an  hour  or  so,  but  their 
closing  price  always  showed  an  improvement, 
since  the  public  ctill  appeared  keen  buyers, 
and  there  was  consequently  no  trouble  about 
disposing  of  the  shares.  By  far  the  greatest 
number  sold  were  bought  by  people  specu- 
lating on  the  "  cover  "  system,  and,  as  these 
shares  were  "  carried  over,"  outsiders  never 
knew  who  was  the  real  seller.  Not  that  it 
would  have  mattered  if  they  had  known,  foi 
Links  were  only  dealt  in  by  fives,  as  a  rule, 
and  the  transferor's  name  was  generally 
John  Jones.  From  this  fr  t  it  would  seem 
that  Slygne  was  in  the  habit  of  giving  John 
Jones  little  presents  from  time  to  time. 
Great  men  are  always  good  friends,  and 
Slygne  could  never  have  been  an  esception  to 
this  rule.  Most  probably,  whenever  he  felt 
good-natured,  he  used  to  ring  up  John  Jones 
on  the  telephone,  and  talk  to  him  in  this  sort 
of  way, — 

*'  Is  that  you,  Jones  ?    Ah,  well,  I  am  very 
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S  ;   K    t\",  '""''  "*'^^»»  ^'"fc  here 
which  I  should  like  you  to  accept.     We  will 

trjsfer  them  into  your  name,  i/lots  of  five 
and  upon  a  nominal  consideration.  Then  yon 
wUl  of  course,  sell  them.  No,  do  not  thank 
me,  dear  boy.     Good-bye." 

This  supposition   is  strengthened   by  the 
fac    that  several  Link  transfers,  on  7t  n! 
shilling  stamp,  were  left  for  registration  at 
the  Contment  office  by  John  Jones  himself. 
Th^e  Slygne  would  examine,  pass,  and  hand 
to  Gildover  for  new  certificates.     Then  when 
V^ount  Noddelhedd,  a  Link  Direc to^  ne" 
called,  in  case  Slygne  had   any  pape;8  for 
«gnature,   that  great  man  wo^  Le  Z 
lordship    these    particular    certificaC  fo 
signature    and  the   job    was  finished.      Of 
course,    Noddelhedd    never    examined    any 
paper  which  he  signed.    He  did  not  und7 
stand    bnsmess    sufficiently   for    that,    and 
besides   he  knew  that  whatever  Slygne  S 
must  be  right.    The  gifts,  thereforpas^d 
a    uanoticed,  as.  according  to  ScriptuA.Cy 
gift  should  pass.    Indeed,  Horatio  S  ygne's 
nght  hand  seldom  knew  what  his  leftTnd 
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And  yet,  in  the  face  of  all  this  evidence, 
there  were  to  be  found,  at  a  later  date, 
persons  who  accused  Slygne  of  dishonesty. 
They  declared  that  John  Jones  was  a  mere 
cat's-paw,  that  Slygne  used  him  in  order  to 
conceal  the  fact  that  he  was  himself  the  real 
seller  of  Link  shares,  and  made  a  hundred 
other  accusations,  as  uncharitable  as  they 
were  contemptible. 

Whilst  affairs  were  progressing  so  favour- 
ably in  the  City,  it  must  not  be  thought  that 
Slygne  paid  no  attention  to  the  demands  of 
his  social  life.  Upon  the  successful  flotation 
of  The  Lost  Continent  Company^  he  had 
given  up  his  flat  in  Kensington  to  realise  the 
more  substantial  glories  of  Park  Lane.  As 
Managing  Director  of  The  Lost  Continent 
Company,  people  began  to  regard  him  in  the 
light  of  an  embryo  statesman,  and  several 
brilliant  prophecies  cjncerning  his  future  had 
already  been  put  about.  At  the  same  time 
polite  London  was  very  much  taken  with  the 
financier,  since,  besides  being  wealthy  and  a 
widower,  he  had  none  of  that  vulgarity  which 
is  so  often  to  be  found  in  conjunction  with 
suddenly  acquired  riches.  Hie  house  afforded 
a  singular  e  :ample  of  this  modesty  and  good 
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taste.  There  was  not  a  bit  of  valuable 
furmtnre  m  the  building,  no  good  china,  no 
nch  carpets,  no  pictures  worth  looking  at 
scarcely  a  silver  teaspoon  even.  This  was 
what  gained  for  Slygne  the  heart  of  Belgravia. 
Society  vowed  they  thought  it  delightful  to 
see  such  a  man  so  utterly  free  from  ostenta- 

tlOD. 

■'  People  of  that  class  generally  go  to  the 

"leaTanu"*'"*'  ^°"'  ^°'^'"  '""'^  ^^"^"^^ 
Whenever  Slygne  overheard  this  remark 
he  used  to  smile,  and  his  smile  upon  such 
oMasions  was  peculiarly  modest  and  self- 
effacing. 

Thus  everything  continued  quietly  in  its 
appointed  groove  whilst  the  month  of  October 
came  and   went.      The   Mount   Pisa    share- 
holders   did    not  revolt;    no   startling    dis- 
closures appeared  in   the  Investors'  Ferret  • 
and    The    Lost    Continent    October    Report 
seemed    full    of    brightest    promise.       Yet 
nevertheless,  beneath  the  surface  of  this  wide- 
spread calm,  the  instruments  of  trouble  were 
alowly  shaping  themselves  to  a  definite  form. 
Mr    Grady    scribbled    away    in    his    office, 
building    up    <«the    biggest    Campaign    of 
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Inquiry  on  "which  the  Ferret  had  ever 
embarked."  Percy  sat  at  the  Wild  West 
headquarters,  watching  Old  Broad  Street 
morning,  noon,  and  night,  for  fear  that  Mr 
Slygne  should  go  flitting  without  his 
knowledge.  And  down  at  Bristol,  M'Cawe, 
by  Percy's  express  desire,  dined  three  nights 
a  week  with  Captain  Clark,  trying  continu- 
ally to  discover  on  what  date  La  Belle  should 
sail,  although  the  Captain,  honest  tar,  had 
not  as  yet  the  faintest  notion.  All  these 
influences  for  evil  were  slowly  developing, 
though  no  one  could  possibly  have  guessed 
the  fact  without  a  clue. 
,  And  Lost  Continent  ordinary  shares 
touched  122J-  upon  the  31st  day  of 
October. 


mt 


CHAPTER    XXI 

A  PRIVATE  COMMUNICATION  PROM   MID-OCEAN 

You     may    easily    discover    the    man    who 
speculates.      As  soon   as  ever   the   evening 
paper  arrives  at  his  house  it  is  brought  to 
him  for  perusal,  and   while  he    scrutinises 
the   market  lists  you  can  observe  his  brow- 
contract  or  expand  as  the  case  may  be.    He 
always  discusses  general  news  according  to  its 
influence    upon    the    Stock    Markets.       He 
explains  to  you  fully  why  a  share  standing 
at  £3,  10s.  must  touch  £10  within  the  next 
three  months.     He  is  for  ever  doing  little 
mental  arithmetic  sums  to  settle   what  his 
exact   profit    would  be   on   a  rise   of  "ten 
points."     When  markets  are  dull  he  gives  his 
brokers  a  selling  limit  £2  above  top  price 
and,   directly    the   market    strengthens,   his 
limit    is    increased   lest  he  shall    miss    the 
"boom."    A  small  profit  makes  him  restless, 
a  loss  puts   him   on   his  mettle.     He   pays 
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"differences"  like  a  man,  and   consigns  hia 
tradesmen    to    the    devil.       He    listens    to 
••  reports  on  a  property  "  as  children   listen 
to  fairy  tales.     He  knows  the  future  of  every 
company  in  which  he  is  interested  by  heart, 
and,    whatever    befall,   he   is  still   sanguine. 
Other  companies   may   come   to  grief,  other 
directors  may   mismanage;   his   company   is 
different,  and  his  funds  are  safe.     The  faith 
which  he  displays  is  quite  astounding,  when 
one  considers  how  old  the  world  is.     He  lives 
in  a  gorgeous  atmosphere  of  his  own,  where 
it  rains  sovereigns  and  hails  diamonds.     He 
stands  knee-deep  in  gold  dust ;  he  is  clothed 
in  coupons.     A  new  Midas,  he  stalks  through 
this,    otherwise,    practical   world,   the    ever- 
present  example  of  unquestioning  credulity. 

Whenever  this  man  makes  up  his  mind 
that  there  is  a  fortune  to  be  made  out  of  any 
given  company,  and  has  persuaded  his 
brethren  of  iLe  fact,  there  is  joy  in  Throg- 
morton  Street.  Markets  are  lifted  tumultu- 
ously,  for  our  friend  will  take  no  refusal,  and 
is  determined  to  buy,  as  the  world  may 
shortly  know.  Nor  does  he  believe  in  the 
sharp  tricks  practised  on  "'Change."  He 
desires   a  certain  share,   and   will  give   the 
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market  price  for  it :  if  that  price  advances  he 
18  prepared  to  follow ;  the  share  is  the  thing 
»o   It  comes  about  that  a  natural   "  boom  " 
ensues. 

By  November    thousands    of    speculators 
were  committed  heavily  in  Link  shares,  and 
doubtless  their  gradual  appreciation  in  price 
brought  daily  comfort  to  many  a  hearthstone, 
whilst    many    an    eye    was     strained     over 
i;entique  s  reports  from  the  scene  of  opera- 
tions      Thes^   reports    now    came   to   hand 
weekly,  since  it  was  evident  that  the  Company 
was    approaching    the    critical    time  in    >r 
existence.     The  announcements  were  still     f 
the     naost     hopeful     nature,     but     nothing 
particularly  sensational  had  been   published 
until  on  the  7th  of  November,  came  tidings' 
which    aroused    even    the     most     lethargic. 
They  were  to  this  effeot-The  Continent  had 
risen  to  tvithin  one  mile  from  the  ocean's 
surface,  and  a  mountain  was  showing  above 
water.  ^ 

"In  my  opinion."  Pentique's  report  went 
on,  -before  the  end  of  next  month  we  shall 
have  an  area  of  land  above  water  several 
square  miles  in  extent.  My  next  report 
should     reach     London     about     the     29tli 
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December,  and  until  then  we  c<»n  only  remaii 
confidently  hopeful." 

Truly  The  Lost  Continent  Company  hac 

aroused    unexampled    excitement    once    oi 

twice  before  in  its  history,  but  the  anxiety 

created  by  this  notice  was  more  intense  than 

anything  that  had  gone  by.     Everyone  felt 

that    the    moment    of    Pentique's     utmost 

triumph  had  almost    arrived,  that  now  or 

never  their  Company  musj;  assert  itself  as 

the  most  wonderful  concern  ever  known  in 

the  annals  of  joint  stock  enterprise. 

How  slowly  the  days  dragged  byl— 
December  the  10th  —  the  20th— the 
28th,  and  so  on  into  the  new  year;  on 
until  the  4th  of  January,  that  moment- 
ous day,  when  Rumour  whispered,  and  the 
message  went  round,  "  It  has  arrived."  * 

Yes,  and  upon  the  5th  of  January,  upon 
the  evening  of  Tuesday,  the  5th  of  January, 
Pentique's  report  appeared  in  aU  the  evening 
papers. 

Then  the  floodgates  burst.  .  .  . 

Crowds  thronged  the  streets.  Newsboys 
yelled  outside  the  Press  offices,  from  sheer 
excitement,  and  then  dashed  away  headlong, 
to  be  first  at  their  districts.    Business  men! 

^  9 
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mo^i  Speculators      careererl 

cnf-      Ff  J  ^itenajj.     i he  great  news  was 

stil      ?„::,  •  ,.^*°P'*  «''"«'^«d,  and    stood 
Sriam  t'  i''*'"'*'''  """^  ■^"'X'^'l  <«  with 

The   blessed  news    had    come   th«f   // 
weltare  and  happiness  of  Slygne-prayers  of 

p:i^\'ritr,onJ^^^^ 

be  _^c.own,d  with  jo,.      The  "^i^tir'  S 


I'l 


lii 


BiO! 


K. 


ipB 


SHARKS 


Finance  and  the  Columbus  of  Science  were 
victorious  together. 

How  the  crowds  rejoiced  I  They  stood 
outside  the  Lost  Continent  office,  and  cheered 
till  they  were  hoarse  and  the  police  intervened. 
They  ran  about  the  City,  intoxicated  with 
delight,  shouting,  chaffing,  capering.  Such 
enthusiasm  had  never  been  witnessed  before 
in  the  City  of  London. 

And  all  the  time  Slygne  sat  in  his  office 
as  though  nobody  in  London  knew  anything 
about  him  or  his  business.  He  showed 
never  a  sign  of  elation,  never  a  twitch 
of  self-satisfaction;  in  truth,  a  great  man 
may  only  be  discovered  at  such  times  as 
this. 

He  was  reading  a  letter.  He  had  already 
perused  it  three  times,  and  his  pent  brows 
testified  to  the  concentration  of  his  mind. 
The  letter  was  from  Pentique ;  it  was  written 
in  cypher  and  ran  as  follows :  — 

"  My  dear  Sir,— By  the  time  this  reaches 
you  you  will  have  received  my  report  saying 
that  we  have  actually  raised  the  Continent, 
and  this  is  to  warn  you  that  Herr  Blachen 
and  I  are  now  about  to  separate. 
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"We  shall  leave  the  cordon  of  vessels  here. 

but  few  men.  and  discovery  must  only  be  a 

matter  of  days.     Our  first  provision  steamer 

o^lTv^eX''  '"''■  """^^  ^^^'""^^  ^^ 
"I  calculate  that  the  news  will  not  reach 
England  before  the  15th  January,  so  tWs 
will  give  you  time  to  leave  in  your  yacht  on 
receipt  of  my  letter.  DoubtlessVu  "lill  saj 
that  you  are  coming  out  on  a  visit  to  the 
Continent,  eh  lien  / 

J'  t~^-''P'  '"■  We  have  carried  our  busi- 
ness through  splendidly,  and  I  wish  you  a  long 
and  prosperous  life._Yours  most  sincerely! 

"  Felix  Pentiqoe." 

When  Slygne  had  finished  reading  this 
etter  for  the  third  time,  he  opened  hi!  desk 
and  took  therefrom  a  sheet  of  foolscap  paper 
Then  he  touched  his  bell.  "Give  this," 
he  said  to  the  clerk  who  answered  his  summon;, 
to  Miss  Jones,  and  tell  her  to  type  me  ten 
copw«  at  once,  as  I  shall  wish  it  to  appear  in 
tlie  principal  papers  to-morrow  morning." 


CHAPTER    XXII 


A   PROMISE   FROM   MISS  SLYGNB. 

Percy  was  sitting  in  his  own  room  in  Burdett 
Street  on  the  afternoon  of  the  6th  of 
January. 

It  was  a  dull,  lowering  day,  and  very  cold. 
A  heavy  pall  of  fog  hung  over  London,  but  it 
hung  high  and  had  not  descended  to  trouble 
the  throats  and  eyes  of  the  folk  in  the 
streets.  But  beneath  it  the  City  looked 
spectral  and  wan,  a  grim,  doomed  place. 

A  blazing  fire  glowed  on  the  hearth,  and  he 
sat  by  it,  smoking  innumerable  cigarettes, 
feeling  nervous  and  depressed. 

The  tension  of  his  position  was  growing 
hourly,  and  in  this  sombre  and  menacing 
weather  it  was  almost  too  hard  to  bear. 

Oh  for  a  brighter  sun,  flowers,  the  hum  of 
insects  and  tropic  skies  I 

There  was  nothing  whatever  to  do  in  the 
office  and  no  one  had  called. 
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t  Jinir^V"'  """''  "8ht,  the  stir  of  men. 
the  voices  of  companionship  grew  imperative 
He  would  go  out  he  decided,  and  takeTrp 

ground    Meccas    which  abound  in  the  City 

ITwar^"..:  «'-'™%tt  makes  a  false  d^ 
always,  and  the  outside  world  seems  far  away 

charm  of  an  underground  refuge  from   the 
roubles   of  daily  life-however  momrntlry 

lent  T     T  T  "^^^^^^  a  mon^' 
ment.    He    realised  a   great    truth.    In    a 

K  /^.^  t-  '^**P-'^''^°  coffee-room,  or 
better  stJl.  the  Oriental  surroundings  of  a 
Turkuh  bath,  are  the  only  mechanicafml: 
of  physical  comfort  available. 

d;ir  ^^t-r'""'*'  ^"'"y  ""^  seated  on  a 
divan,  while  a  neat  damsel  with  provoking 
eyes  and  a  kind  manner  brought  Wm  coZ 
les,  she  said  sympathetically,  not  un- 
willmg  to  linger  for  a  moment  with  the  good- 
ooking  young  man  who  often  dropped  in 
there.     ••  .t  «  a  beast  of  a  day,  Mr  Thawne 

andnomistake!Nothingdoing^lther.HrdJ 
any  one  of  our  regular  customers  has  been 
m  to-day^  The  City's  as  dull  as  ditch-water 
-after  effects  of  Christmas.  I  s'pose." 
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The  damsel  had  just  said  this  and  was 

rr"!?  *^„'"°°'«'*  of  Percy's  purchase 
upon  her  tablet-  when  there  was  a  loud 
though  distant  shouting  and  heavy,  muffled 
trampling  just  overhead. 

retreated  for  some  way  under  the  pavement 

.!ZTf^  ""^'^^  "^'"^  fo"°ed  its  roof. 

^^  Hullo !     Percy  said,  ' '  what's  that  ?  " 

"  It  s  the  newspaper  boys  shouting,  I  think  " 
the  g.H  answered.  "Something  special  on. 
Wait  while  I  go  and  see." 

She  flitted  away,  and  in  a  ir.inute  returned 

Percy  opened  it  and  read  the  stupendous 
announcement  of  the  actual   appeara.ce  of  . 

He  paid  his  bill  hurriedly,  flung  on  his 
overcoat^  and  rushed  from  the  co/K 

The  report  filled  him  with  immediate 
terror,  for  it  was  obvious  to  him  that  Slysne 
could  not  possibly  stay  in  England  very  ifng 
after  such  definite  tidings,  since  curiosity 
alone  must  quickly  impel  people  to  go  out 
and  see  this  phenomenon  with  theiJ  own 
eyes.     As  no  wire  had  arrived  from  Bristol, 


A  PROMISE  FROM  MISS  SLYGNE    303 
counted    every    second    nf   i.-      •  ^® 


'.  -.J'tw-lt  p 


^■^^f?^ 


304 


SHARKS 


bold  in  character,  it  being  the  first  time 
that  he  had  ever  ventured  to  call  at 
Slygne's  mansion  in  Park  Lane.  This 
afternoon,  however,  everything  was  urgent, 
and  Percy  threw  discretion  to  the  winds  in 
the  face  of  so  grave  a  crisis. 

He  was  braced  to  meet  any  adventure,  and 
found  himself,  presently,  knocking  upon 
Slygne's  door.  He  was  shown  into  a  scantily- 
furnished  drawing-room,  where  Bella  soon 
joined  him. 

"You  look  excited,  dear,"  she  said. 
"  I  am.  There  is  a  lot  to  be  got  through 
in  a  short  time,  so  far  as  I  can  see.  It's  this 
little  matter  which  I  asked  you  to  trust  me 
in,  you  know.  Now,  tell  me,  has  your  father 
said  anything  to  you  about  packing  ? " 

"Packing?    No.    Why  should  he?    What 
is  the  matter  ?    Do  tell  me." 

**1  cannot  explain  everything  now.  You 
must  trust  me  for  a  little  bit  longer,  and 
then  everything  will  come  right.  Just  do 
what  I  ask  you  for  about  three  days  more, 
and,  after  that,"  Percy  smiled— "you  may 
look  forward  to  a  life  of  wilfulness !  Now 
listen.  I  think  that  your  father  will  probably 
tell  you  to  pack  when  he  comes  back  from 
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the  City  to-day.     I  think  that  he  is  going  to 
Btart  for  that  yachting  trip  which  he  men- 
tioned to  yon  some  time  ago.     I  am  not  quite 
certam,  though,  and  I  must  find  out  to-day." 
"How  charming ;  and  will  you  come  too ? " 
*'If  everything  turns  out  as   I  expect  it 
will,  I  shall  be  able  to  come— unon  one  con- 
dition," said  Percy,  drawing  her  to  him. 
"WLat  condition?" 

He  leaned  down  and  whispered  in  her  ear. 
She  blushed  delightfully. 
"  Oh,  Percy  I " 

"Yes,  that  is  the  condition ;  but  it  depends 
upon  my  finding  out  your  father's  plans 
before  the  day  is  out.  Will  you  help  me, 
without  questions?" 

"  Of  course,  dear,  but  I  hope  the  mysteries 
will  soon  be  finished  with.     Why  not  let  me 
tell    papa    everything,   and    rely    upon  my 
diplomacy  to  bring  him  over  to  our  views « " 
"My  dear  child.  No  !    You  must  remem- 
ber  that  your  father  is  unfortunately  pre- 
judiced in  this  matter,  and  that  unless  I  can 
appear  to  him,  at  the  right  moment,  in  a 
rather    higher    capacity    than    that    of  his 
secretary,   he  «nd  I  will  never  be  able  to 
understand  and  appreciate  each  other." 
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"What  can  I  do  then?" 

"  I  will  tell  you.  See  him  when  he  com 
back  from  the  City  this  evening,  and  list, 
carefully  to  all  he  says.  Then,  before  dinn« 
meet  me  at  the  Marble  Arch,  tell  me  exact: 
what  has  happened,  and  if,  as  I  expect,  1 
has  told  you  to  pack  up  at  once,  I  will  tc 
you  my  plans.     Is  this  settled  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  then,  I  must  be  off,  for  I  have  n 
time  to  waste.  Good-bye,  and  remembt 
what  I  have  said.  Seven-thirty,  at  the  top  ( 
Park  Lane  beside  the  Marble  Arch." 

The  clocks  were  striking  five  when  Percj 
with  a  buzzing  in  his  head,  left  Park  Lan 
for  the  City.  He  was  by  this  time  wildl 
excited.  He  felt  like  a  gambler  watching  th 
colour  on  which  his  last  coin  lies.  The  master 
ful  cunning  of  Slygne  extorted  his  admiration 
even  though  he  was  himself  its  victim.  Surel^ 
to  run  successfully  a  company  like  The  Los 
Continent  as  Slygne  had  done,  and  at  th( 
same  time  outwit  a  man  who  knew  the  secre 
of  this  Company  down  to  its  weakest  spot,  wai 
as  smart  a  feat  an  anyone  could  wish  to  ac- 
complish in  the  City  of  London.  He  felt 
proud  to  be  playing  against   such  a  mastei 
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mind,  and  the  more  determined  to  win  his 
hand. 

It  was  nearly  six  o'clock  when  he  reached 
the  office,  and  the  boy  eyed  him  reproachfully 
producing  at  the  same  time  a  telegram  which! 
he  said,  had  just  arrived.     Percy  tore  open 
tne  envelope  and  read  : 

n^  J^  ^^^^^  *'*'^*  n^r^rfay  the  7th  imtant.— 
M'Cawe." 

The  youngman  sank  into  hischair  with  asigh 
of  relief ;  he  had  gained  his  information  at  last. 
Smith,  •  he  said  cheerfully,  "I  am  sorry 
to  have  kept  you  so  late  to-day.  Here  is  a 
small  present  for  you.  And  now  you  can  go 
I  may  not  be  at  the  office  till  late  to-morrow* 
but  be  down  in  good  time  yourself." 

He  pressed  a  sovereign  into  the  bewildered 
youths  hand,  and  wishing  him  good-night. 
fled  downstairs  as  quickly  as  he  had  ascended. 
In  his  breast-pocket  reposed  a  long  envelope 
which  he  had  taken  from  his  private  safe.  He 
could  feel  it  pressing  against  his  heart.  A 
day  or  two  before  he  had  turned  down  a 
narrow  court  in  Ludgate  Hill  and  entered  a 
dingy  door  which  proclaimed  itself  as  the 
habitation  of  the  Vicar-General.    There  for  a 
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not  inconsiderable  sum,  he  had  procure 
certain  document,  "  available  during  any  t 
for  not  longer  than  three  months,"  in  wL 
surprising  though  it  maj  appear,  one  Ed w 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  greeted  P( 
Thawne  as  his  well-beloved  friend  ! 

It  was  dinner-time  but  he  found  it 
possible   to  eat.      The    fever    in   his  bl 
prevented  him  from  sitting  still.    He  resol 
to  walk  down  Holborn  and  Oxford  Streei 
his  rendezvous. 

He  had  passed  Oxford  Circus,  walking  w 

quick  strides,  his  brain  alive  with  the  urgei 

of  the  situation  and  the  pu^ics  in  his  temi 

beating  like  little  hammers,  when   a  vc 

suddenly  hailed  him,  a  rich  resonant  voice. 

He  looked  up.     A  four-wheeler  had  b( 

drawn  up  at  the  curb.    A  large  wooden  tru 

or  sea-chest  was  bound  upon  the  top.     1 

door  of  the  cab  opened  and  Mr  Blaber  t 

journalist  descended.     It  seemed  that  ea 

time  Percy  was  to  meet  this  versatile  gent 

man  hies  appearance  changed. 

To-day  he  was  dressed  in  a  suit  of  na 
blue  and  wore  a  yachting  cap  with  a  shij 
black  peak. 

For  a  moment  Percy  could  not  recogni 
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my   days    of  prospectus   writing  are    over 
Fleet  Street  will  know  me  no  more     While 

o'^ay  m  other  dimes.     There  is  onlv  « 
moment  more     T  wni  .    1  •  "  * 

A  lov«  nf  f  1  i  ^P'""  myself  briefly. 
A  lore  of  travel  and  adventure  has  always 
been  inherent  in  me  from  youth.  But  I  We 
never  been  able  to  gratify  it.     Three  we^ks 

mil  Z":F  ^,'^'  '•"='  *'"'*  journalism  r'a 

i  was  still  down  «  Norfolk.  Where  I  have 
remained  ever  since  the  writing  of  niy  lalt 
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«d  most  brilliant  prospectas-that  of  2 

an   llt^Tr'  ^"'"^""J'-    I  '"solved  up 
«n   altogether  new    mode   of  life.     FortS 

Utle  sea8.de  hotel  where  I  wal  staying  w 

watts,    the    great     yachting    aeents     J\ 

M  iast     I  hare  accepted  the  post  of  co. 

ana  i  am  f  o  jom  his  steamer  at  once      T  ^r 

o%TcletvT1'  '"""*^^' -  «"--- 
10  receive  my  final  instructions.     As  vet  I  H, 

not  even  know  from  v.hat  port  I  sail     I  w„ 

summoned  from  Norfolk  by  ^ire  th  slmir 

though  for  several   days  previously   iTth. 

would  speedily  be  found  for  me  I  had  m.^. 
preparations.     And  nowfarewell !    Ou,  its 

No  "Th?'''';r  "'"•=*'"-    Ouem'Tre 
W-.w!"  ^"'"^"''y'  """^  good  Juck." 
With  these  words  Mr  Blaber  re-entered  h;« 

oaK^  waved  a  fat  hand,  and  was  so!? drivt' 

The  encounter  had  amused  Percv  for  . 
moment  and  was  certainly  e^trelw 
unexpected.      But    his    own  'affaS'S 
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kSr"'  Ti  •"  ^'^  "'"  l°"g  tWnk  of  the 
flitted  m  and  out  of  his  life.     As  he  found 

He   reached    Hyde    Part    o^ 

*x/uc    x^arK    at    sever'     o«4 

wandered  about  restlessly  for  half  an  'hot' 
Every  movement  of  a  petticoat  in  Park  Lane 

fn  th  "2  TfT'  ''"''  •»  '^"^  »«"'«.  but  Bella 
n  the  flesh  did  not  appear  until  theappoin  ed 

woras.        We  are  gomg  to  Bristol  onThursdav 
He  stnctly  forbade  me  to  come  out  t,^3- 

but  of  eo„        jj,^^  ^^^    ^^^  j.|^^  .ght 

obstinacy.    I  suppose  he  thought  I  might 

want  to   ffo  out      /ir^A  8  "^   a  mignt 

;^  g°  out     And   now,  what  am  I  to 

do?    I  have  so  short  a  time.     I  shall  have  to 
sit  up  all  night."  ^° 

sully  r-  '"    """^    "°*    '°    ■'    yourself. 

"Will   you  meet  me  at  Paddington   by 
eleven  to-morrow  morning  ? "  ^    "   "7 
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"It  may  be  eleven-five,  dear.     Would  that 
matter  ? 

Percy  laughed. 

''Dearest  Fibster,  I  know  that  it  will  be 
twenty.five  minutes  past  eleven,"  he  said. 
But  as  long  as  you  are  there  before  noon  it 
does  not  matter.  Your  father  will  not  be 
back  from  the  City  until  half-past  five,  will 
ne  i 

"No." 

"Well,  be  at  Paddington  as  early  as  you 
can  before,  say,  eleven-thirty." 

She  drew  herself  up. 

'•  It  will  probably  be  at  five  minutes  past 
eleven,  sir,"  she  said.  ''And  now  I  must 
hurry  away  and  pack." 

••!  will  come  a  little  way  down  Park 
Lane,    he  said,  and  they  set  off  together. 
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EMOTION  AND  ELOQUENCE 

The  article  which  had  been  typed  at  the 
Misstng  Link  offices  overDight  appeared  next 
morning  in  all  the  London  papers.     It  was 
composed    in    Slygne's   happiest    vein,    and 
stated  that,  after  due  consultation  with  his 
brother  Directors,   Mr  Horatio   Slygne  had 
determined  on    a    short    trip    to  the    Lost 
Continent,  in   order  that  he   and  Professor 
l-entique    might    carry    out     a    thorough 
inspection  of  the  Company's  new  possessions, 
with  a  view  to  arriving  at  a  decision  as  to 
what  steps  should  be  taken  for  their  share- 
holders' benefit. 

Mr  Slygne  proposed  to  leave  town  next 
day,  the  7th  January,  journey  to  Bristol, 
where  his  yacht  lay,  embark  at  once,  and  set 
off  on  a  journey  which  would  probably  occupy 
two  or  three  months.  On  his  return  to 
Mgland  an  Extraordinary  General  Meeting 
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Of  the  Company  would  be  held  at  Winchesb 
House  when  Mr  Slygne  would  give  a  detail, 
account  of  his  trip,  at  the  same  time  offend 
h.s  own  opimons  and  proposals.  It  could  the 
be  definxtely  decided  as  to  what  course  th 
Company  should  adopt,  but  whatever  th. 
course  m.ght  be,  Mr  Slygne  confidentl 
predicted  a  brilliant  and  successful  future  fo 

Si'  '°*Tr-  ^'«  ""«  '"•«  l>o»««t  con 
vctton  and  .f  any  personal  endeavour  conl, 
bring  his  prophecy  to  pass,  never,  they  migh 

tTel^S  '""'^  ''  -'^  '"^  «^"^  "PO' 

So  touching  a  devotion  to  the  interests  ol 

other  men  did  not  fail  to  stir  the  nation's 

heart   very  deeply.     The  more  so,  perhaps 

because  it  came   on   the    top    of   Profesfo; 

Pentique's  last  Continent  report,  whi^Iad 

already    thrown    England    into    a    state  of 

fevensh  ecstasy.     On  reading  this  article,  the 

man__in  the  street  voted  Slygne  "a  real  good 

'•  .^,lv       ,  °°"!"'^.  P'"""   christened    him 

before  him.    None  were  found  whose  mouths 
were  not  full  of  praise. 

suc^rH^'"^-"  ^"^'"'  *°  "^^  ""^  »»*''»  if 
such  a  deserving  man  could  be  permitted  to 
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leave  London  as  if  he  worp  r,f  .,„  • 
anil     t-^     ti,-  '  "°  importanoe, 

Md     to     this     question    the    reply    aros^ 
emphat,calJy.   "No."    Little  time'La"^ 

stilt    ^rr^"''*''"''  ^"'  i'  -St     e 
still  possible  for  the  Metropolis  to  give  her 

never\:r\"°"  '"*^^''  -!>  '^   W 
never    before   been  witnessed   on  the  banks 

o^  Thames.      She  determined    at  least  t 

at  which  Sljgne  proposed  to  go  away    and 
this  information  was  quickly  procured  tLu^h 

proof  of  his  smartne^  claimed  the  honour  of 
having    once    interviewed    Pentique.      ThL 
news  having  been   certified,  a   number   0? 
enthusiasts   drew   up    a    notice   which   they 
proceeded  to  get  printed,  and,  having  hired 
twenty  dozen  sandwich  men,  the  message  wis 

rstts:.^'''^^*^^^'^'=^p»'*^-S- 

This  was  the  placard  : 

Come  out  To-morrow 

AND   WISH 

HORATIO  SLYGNE 
Good-bye  ! 
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Paek  Lanb,  9.45  A.M. 

OB 
Padddjoton,  10.35  A.M. 
COME  AND  SHOUT  I" 

This  simple  invitation  worked  wondei 
It  seemed  to  demoralise  everyone,  ar 
employers  gave  their  men  a  holidly  i 
desperation.     The    Commissioner   of  Poli. 

for  the  next  day,  and  the  military  receive 

Forll         r:-r"    Paddlngton  ovemigh, 

the  people  shouted  together. 
Ml  this  time  Mr  Slygne  was  in  the  City 

"Torkmg  away  with  so  much  energy  that  h, 
scarcely  noticed  the  unusual  tumult  whic 
was  gomg  on  outside.  He  seemed  to  U 
exceptionally  occupied  that  day,  and  yet  he 
never  once  sent  for  a  member  of  his  staff  all 
the  time,  a  fact  which  was  the  more  surpris- 

Efglanr       '"  '"'■"'"'°*  "^^P"*""  ^- 
"I  rather  want  to  leave  early  this  after- 
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»oon.  Mr  Siygne,"  he  explained    "a,  i 
d«Mg    to-night    at    MrB    Pyt   OT      '" 
house,  don't  you  know    .„/      ,^     ^■"'«* 
the  City  earlv    T  !       '.     f  ""'"^^  ^  >«»ve 

thanks  foSirdSfo/.f'"'  '"  '''^' 

"Quite  so;  certail!^i'?lf'^''"'*«-" 
there  was  a  short  pause        ^        ^^^^*' '"'» 

P-icJrLSu£nrrLr '"«''-. 

to-morrow,  and  so  I  shaJl  nnt  °®'=^ 

u^l.ou  return  froLteLrt^oXn:^"'" 
toSr   ^-^^    """^'^  «    -'    oHhake 

for  you  bit  0  "J:  L:T,'  "^  ""^^  ^^-* 
But  there,  the  iacH  Stt  a^ettT 

whetter  I  am  on  my  head  or  my  heek" 
GUdLer    '""    '""'^'^'»-<^    '*."    «plied 

■-tttgVlroTs  "^'i'  r""l   ^^^^*- 
you.    You  know  enough  about  the  Company t 
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carry  it  on  successfully  until— -ah  — i 
return,  but  of  course  your  conduct  must 
always  regulated  by  events."  He  cast 
penetrating  glance  over  the  secretar 
unobtrusive  features,  and  nodded  sagely  od 
or  twice.  "Remember  th  t  rule,  my  lore 
he  continued.  «I  have  always  found  it 
very  good  one  myself,  and  when  I  am  gone 
should  like  to  think  that  you  will  rememb 
it.     Will  you?" 

••  Certainly  Mr  Slygne,  but  you  do  not  antic 
pate  my  having  any  particular  difficulties  ■ 
face,  I  hope  ? " 
Slygne  gave  a  dry  chuckle. 
*'Good     heavens,      no,"     he      exclaimet 
"  Why  the  Company  is  gilt-edged  now,  sine 
the  raising  of  the  Continent.     When  I  talke 
of  acting  according  to  events,  I  was  thinkiu 
of  life  in  general.     As  for  the  Company,  yo 
can  always  cable  to  me  if  you  are  in  difficult) 
can't  you  ?      And  now  I  think  that  is  all 
Good-bye,  my  lord,  and  I  wish  you  a  pleasan 
evening." 

"Thank  you,  Mr  Slygne.  Good-night 
good-bye,  and  a  pleasant  voyage." 

Left  to  himself,  Mr  Slygne  slowly  relapsec 
into  the  extreme  depths  of  his  biggest  arm 
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chair,   and  laying  a  hand  on  either  knee 
resigned  himself  to  a  fit  of  the  JZ  ' 

troUable  mirth.     Frst  hisl  tC    ~ 
tremble  a  little,  then  a  little  more^untU 
his  head   was   aoddin^  like  th«tT/      I 
Mandari         All   the  \Sw    1n°'h L  t : 

along  h,s  forehead  were  all  smoothed  away 

ment  to  either  eye. 
It  was  not  for  some  time  that  Mr  Slygne 
covered  himself,  and  then  he  began  making 
his  preparations  to  leave  business  for  the  day 
When   he  had   filled  a  small    satchel   S 

He  paused  in  the  centre  of  the  room,   and 
began  looking  round  slowly,  as  one  look   who 

Doubtless  It  was    mere    sentiment,  for,   of 
course,  his  journey  to  the  Lost  Continent  was 
e"  r'S:    '  ""'  "  ^"^  '°"S  one.    How- 
thouaS    JT'-  P'°°'P**"^  ''^  ^""^  ""'""own 
farewell  over  the  scene  of  his  all  successful 
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labours,  and  it  was  with  an  almost  plaint 
sigh  that  he  finally  turned  away  and  wal] 
out  of  the  offices  of  The  Lost  Contin. 
Kecovery  Company. 

On  reaching    home,    the    financier's    fi 

action  was  to  walk  upstairs  to  his  daughtt 

snuggery,   a  little   room  on  the  first  fl< 

where  Bella  used  to  write  or  read,  and  whi 

was  filled  with  her  dearest  possessions.     TJ 

evening,   however,   it  was  empty    and   d 

mantled,  a   fact  which  Slygne  noticed  wi 

a  smile.     -Good  girl,"  he  murmured,  "s 

has  packed  everything."    And  he  proceed, 

to  the  drawing-room.     This  room  was  emp; 

too,  an  air  of  unwonted   dreariness  hangii 

over    the    curtainless    walls.       Mr    Slyg, 

walked  out  on  to  the  landing,  and  began  1 

ascend  the  stairs  in  the  direction  of  his  ow 

room.     On  the  way.  however,  he  stopped  t 

tap  at  the  door  of  his  daughter's  bedroom. 

There  was  no  answer. 

'*My  dear,"  exclaimed  Mr  Slygne,    «d 

not  overtire  yourself  with  packing." 

Still  there  was  no  reply.  A  shade  c 
anxiety  crossed  the  paternal  visage,  and  h 
turned  the  handle  to  set  the  door  slighth 
ajar.  ®     " 


^Xi^j^mw"^' 
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liJe  jmgle  of  tumblers  on  a  fmrr         ■  ^. 
a  servant  through  the  h:;^\S'^^''',^ 
only  reply  which  he  obtained.  ""* 

inf;^^'"'.  *'"""'  °P«°  'l"*  door  and   walk.H 
into  his  daughter's  room  ^*'* 

-Wts  Sk'^k'"'/*''  "'""  '"'<J«  -d  ends 
Dies  ot  ribbon,  hat  feafchpra  i.ffi 

millinery       empty  scrn^^r or  ITan"! 
a   hundred  other    knick-knacks        But'  X 
trunks,  the  trunks  whinh   1,  aL       ,       '"* 
doven  overnight  to  .:;L';'„f'':°  ^7«'" 
was  absolutely  no  trace  '  ''*  *'''"' 

Slygne  stood  in  the  middle  of  th. 
and   looked   blankly    round   its    ba.^*  ^ 

trirtStr--°"'^^n 

summons.  """"^    '"'^''«^«d    his 

"  Where  is  Miss  Bellii  ? "  qi  i 

'•  She  has  gone  sfr  "        ^^^°'  '''='^-<^*<'- 

"^rtl   ^'""  do  you  mean?" 
Sue  left  this  morning  air  ;„ 

afteryouhadstartedmi:;,"-^— " 
Slygnes  face  went  dull  yeiw: 
Where  did  she  go  to?  "he  said, 
ordeitt  theirs    ^'''^-^-own 


'^^~  ^■JUtrT^g-""''?^   ■ 


m  'I 
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"What   was   his    number?"   the   Man 
Business  demanded. 

"  I — I  did  not  notice,  sir." 

"Did  she  say  that  she  was  returning  t 
night?" 

"  No,  sir ;  but  we  understood  that  she  w 
not  returning." 

**  I  see.  Have  dinner  ready  at  the  ordina: 
time,  and  lay  two  places  as  usual." 

"Yes,  sir." 

The  footman  went  downstairs,  and  Slygi 
walked  on  to  his  own  room.  He  hi 
scarcely  shut  the  door  before  his  quick  ej 
detected  something  lying  upon  the  dressiuj 
table.  It  was  a  note  in  his  daughter's  han( 
writing. 

"Deap  V  vd,— Don't  think  me  cruel,  but 
have  gone  away  to  be  married.  We  sha 
meet  to-morrow.— Your  loving        Bella." 

Mr  Horatio  Slygne  sat  down  upon  the  sid 
of  his  bed  and  looked  at  the  opposite  wall  wit 
stupid  eyes.  His  attitude  was  one  of  daze 
helplessness,  an  attitude  which  would  hav 
considerably  astonished  any  of  his  City  ac 
quaintances,  could  they  then  have  seen  bin 
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Jor  once  in  hiaWe  the  financier  .a, -dead 

•  ■      . 

He  was  aroused  by  a  knock.      '        "        ' 
Yes,"  he  said. 

"f  lease,  sir,  Mr  Barcourt  has  call«I      u 
-ds,^n^h.eon.pii.ents.and^S'ts5 

:f  '  and  show  him  into  the  bluest     I 
mil  be  downstairs  in  a  minute."  ^ 

belkeTsivir  r  ""'  ''*«°''«  -*'-  'o 
e  caKen  Blygne  became  himself.     r„   fh. 

rttro^ru^Ltdrt"^"^^^ 

ygne  s.  Together  they  had  "  put  through  " 
many  a  complicated  deal  in  the  Oil.  a-. 
was  to  Barcourt  th.*  «■--       •    ?  ^'  """^  "' 


^lygne  had  owed  his 
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first  introduction  to  Professor  Pentique 
Barcourt  was  himself  an  inventor,  hii 
speciality  being  aeronautical  apparatus ;  bui 
so  far  his  inventions  in  this  direction  had  nol 
been  attended  by  the  full  success  at  which  hi 
aimed,  his  idea  being  to  perfect  a  small 
portable  flying  machine,  and  then  sell  the 
rights  to  a  company  which  Slygne  was  to 
float. 

The  large  dirigible  balloon  had,  he  asserted, 
had  Its  day.  Santos  Dumont  and  Mr 
Spencer  had  worked  well  to  pave  the  way  for 
something  less  cumbrous.  His  aim,  he  said, 
was  to  produce  a  small  aerial  canoe,  which 
would  speedily  become  the  adjunct  of  every 
house  in  much  the  same  way  as  the  bicycle  of 
to-day  is. 

This  was  the  last  opportunity  he  would 
have  of  seeing  his  friend  for  some  weeks,  and 
he  wished  to  talk  the  matter  over  with  him 
before  his  departure. 

"  I  have  done  it  all  right,  my  dear  Horatio," 
he  said  enthusiastically.  "The  machine  is 
workable  and  successful.  I  want  you  to 
think  over  arrangements  for  the  company 
during  your  trip.  It  will  be  as  big  a  thing 
as  the  Lost  Continent." 
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WU7,     the     enthusiast     pointed     out     th« 

much  so    hlT  k'^'^'"*'  """«  ?«»«'«»'.  30 

tn.^t  V  I-  ,  '"'»''<»«■•  consented.  He 
took  for  hB  subject  the  fotnre  of  The  W 
Co„t.nent  Co.pan,.  and  he  spoke  fl  half  I 

He    began   quietly,  such   was    his    wont. 


326 


SHARKS 


f  i 


Then,  by  degrees  warming  to  eloquence,  he 
built  the  lofty  metaphor,  tossed  forth  the 
epigram,  and  rose  to  height  after  height  of 
impassioned  oratory,  until  all  the  self-control 
of  the  mob  was  wrenched  away  and  his  words 
were  drowned  in  thunder  after  thunder  of 
mad  applause.  Still  he  spoke  on,  with  his 
quiet  air  of  conviction,  painting  them  pictures 
so  magnificent,  calling  up  visions  so  glorious 
and  golden  that  they  became  as  lunatics  set 
free.  Howling,  rolling,  jumping  beneath  the 
window,  they  tossed  their  hats  high  into  the 
air. 

Thus  did  Mr  Slygne  once  more  prove  his 
own  address  and  power,  and  stand  as  a 
supreme  witness  to  the  supremacy  of  (that 
battle-cry  of  to-day) — the  Business  Mind. 


CHAPTER    XXIV 


DEALS   WITH   THE   PLUCK   OF   A   FINANCIER 

London  rose  early  next  morning.  It  was  a 
fine  frosty  sunrise,  but  long  before  daylight 
appeared  there  could  be  heard  the  dull  tramp 
of  holiday-makers,  bent  upon  obtaining  good 
positions  from  which  to  view  Slygne's 
triumphal  progress  to  Paddington.  Hour 
by  hour  the  throngs  swelled,  until,  1 1  eight 
o'clock,  the  police  were  gradually  being  over- 
powered and  driven  together  in  little  clusters 
of  blue,  amid  the  parti-coloured  sea.  Slygne 
and  Barcourt  breakfasted  in  bed,  so  that 
it  was  not  until  after  nine  o'clock  that  they 
met,  and  together  walked  into  the  drawing- 
room  to  look  out  upon  what  was  taking  place 
in  the  street  below.  Slygne  never  forgot  the 
sight  which  met  his  eyes. 

Up  and  down  Park  Lane,  as  far  as  the  eye 
could  see,  was  one  solid  mass  of  people.     Of 

the  police  who   had   attempted   to   line   the 
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route  nothing  could  be  seen,  the  roadw 

being  as  completely  blocked  up  as  the  pa^ 

ments  upon    either    side.     Not  a  speck 

pavmg-stone    could    be    distinguished    an 

where,  but,  instead,  one  undulating  sheet 

hats  and  faces,   moving,   oceanlike,   betwei 

the  railings  of  Hyde  Park  and  the  opposi 

houses.     Close  under  the  walls   of  Slygne 

house    the    mob    was    cheering;    from    tl 

middle  distance    came  sounds    of   singing 

further  again,  shouts  and  laughter  could,  i 

intervals,     be    heard;     whilst,    from    awa 

beyond,  the   deep  murmur  of  that  might 

concourse  was  borne  to  the  listener's  ear  lik 

echoes  from  some  giant  hive  of  bees.     T 

attempt  driving  through  such  a  crowd  woul< 

evidently    be    impossible,   unless  the  crusl 

abated   very    considerably  during  the   nexi 

half-hour,   which   was  hardly  likely. 

Slygne  walked  briskly  to  and  fro  about  the 
room  ;  he  did  not  speak,  but  his  eyes  shifted 
continuously  as  though  he  were  trying  to  find 
some  crack  through  which  he  might  take 
flight.  Sometimes  he  stood  still  for  a  few 
seconds  and  tugged  his  moustache.  Then  he 
would  move  on  again,  his  face  set,  and  hands 
clasped  behind  him.     Evidently  he  had  con- 


^■^,. 
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ruMT^     K,     *  ''^  P'""*"  "«  '°  h,;w  he 
Zk.  .".'"    *°    '•"«'''    Paddington-    a 

mo^elTn  :°  T'"  ''^^'^  ■"*»  -"^'Wog 
a„r„tr.; ''''''''"''*"*=''''"«««-  »f -ys 

He  bit  h  s  fingers,   blew  his  nose,  or  p]«yed 
tL        "  '"*°°  "'*'•  ^''^  '■"«-  0-   the 

restlessly.        How  can  we  do  it  ?  " 

He  realised  that  here  anrl   r,«„ 

-     .  "cre   ana   now   was   f-.h#i 

"  We  can't  do    it,"    responded   Barcourt 
glancmg  over  the  sea  of  faces,  "atleastno" 

'■There's  nothing  funny  about  it,"  snapped 
the  financier,  with  growing  irritation.       ^^ 

man  nf  ""^  '^  '"*'"'  rather  a  joke,"  replied  the 
man  of  science. 

"Well,  then  you're  a  fool,"  retorted 
le.  You  know  that  I  particularly 
to  leave  Londorj   onA  „«4.  «n  „  ,^ 


Slygn 


wish  to  leave  London,  and 


yet  all  you  can  do 
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is  to  stand  there  and  grin   when   a   mot 
dirty  rascals  have  stopped  the  way." 

"Horatio!  they  are  your  admirers.     E 
can  you  call  them  rascals  ?  " 

"Because  they  are,  sir.  At  anyrate, 
point's  not  worth  discussion.  Why  can't  j 
make  some  sensible  suggestion  instead 
talking  nonsense  ?  What's  the  use  of  t 
big  scientific  head  of  yours,  I  should  like 
know,  if  you  can't  invent  a  way  out  of  sue 
difficulty  as  this  ?  " 

Barcourt  laughed  fatly. 

"You  don't  really  believe  in  Scien 
Slygne,"  he  said,  "and  so  for  the  mom( 
Science  has  deserted  you.  If  you  were 
believer  in  Science  she  would  not  hi 
deserted  you  in  the  hour  of  need,  but  rati 
would  have  saved  you  through  me,  who  i 
her  servant." 

The  big  man  folded  his  arms  upon  ] 
breast  and  cast  a  dignified  look  at  ] 
friend. 

"I  must  go  to-day,"  he  exclaim 
impatiently,  "so  if  you  know  a  way  c 
of  the  diflSculty  for  Heaven's  sake  tell  n 
instead  of  grinning  in  that   stupid  fashioi 

Barcourt  laughed  fatly. 
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enouL''"lf  ^'l^°\^  Paddington   easily 
enough,    he  said,  "if  you  would  trust  me 
But  you  will  not  trust  me.  so  you  must  stay 
here,  don  t  you  see  ? "  ^ 

"No,  I  do  not.     Let  me  hear  how  yon 
propose  to  take  me."  ^ 

The  scientist   pondered;    then  he  began 
laughing  again.  ^ 

"  \<»;  M member  the  canoe  which  I  left  in 
your  hall  last  night  ? " 
"  Yes." 
"Bo  you  realise  what  it  exactly  is  »  " 

stlJ'"'  °^  """'*•  '"  ^"  "'  I  """W  under- 
stand  yonr  scientific  explanations,  it  is  a 
flying  machine." 

"Exactly,  it  is  my  latest  patented  flyinc 
machine   the  Bellerophon,  and  I  have  jus! 
perfected  it  to  such  an  extent  that  I  can  relj 
upon  It  for  a  journey  of  at  least  ten  miles.     I 
called  on  pnrpose  to  show  it  to  yon  before 
you  left  town,  and.  if  possible,  to  take  you  for 
a  short  trip  in  it,  but  I  did  not  know  that 
fortune  was  gomg  to  be  so  favourable  to  my 
plans  as   this.     Now  then,  shall   I   have  it 
brought  upstairs,  and  will  you  come  with 

"There  were  three  deaths  in  the  paper  last 
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week  as  the  result  of  flying-machine  accidei 
answered  Slygne,  gloomily.  "  And  every 
of  the  machines,  I  remember,  could  be  re 
upon  for  journeys  varying  from  ten  to  tw< 
miles,  although  they  came  to  grief  after  t 
had  gone  only  five  hundred  yards." 

"  My  machine  is  the  best  on  the  mar 
Horatio." 

"So  were  the  others,  my  dear  fellow." 
"1  shall  ring  for  it  to  be  brought 
despite  your  fears,"  said  the  inventor,  ga 
and,  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  he  toud 
an  electric  bell.  Such  was  his  enthusiai 
however,  that  he  could  not  find  patience 
await  its  arrival,  and  ran  off  downstairs 
superintend  the  moving  himself. 

Slygne,  now  alone,  d.cw   a  chair  to  t 

window,  and  sat  down  astride,  leaning  ] 

hands  upon  the  back.     He  gazed  out  acre 

the  Park,  setting  his  teeth  as  he  did  so,  i 

there  was  a  shiver  at  his  heart,  which  st 

went  colder  at   each   shout   from  those  wj 

stood  below  that  window.     Slygne  could  ta] 

his  chance  with  the  boldest,  so  long  as  ti 

game  demanded  technical  skill,  but  suspem 

like  this,  unexpected  and  at  the  last  momen 

that   was  what  unnerved  him.     How  net 


THE  PLUCK  OF  A  FINANCIER     333 

branfv  fn.^    T  ""^  ^'^^^^  himself  to 

8^«   I  "  ''"'•"*  "*  »  "oise  on   the 

ff^eat  weight.    Nearer  and  nearer  they  came 

to  Slygne-a  three  «en-3ervanl,   who   n«I 

•ppeared,  panting  grievously  under  a   W 

«  structure,  in  appeafance  ^methfng 

i^        gondola  and  a  coffin.  * 

"Get  the  chairs  out  of  the  way,  Horatio  " 

run  the  table  against  the  window.  So.  Now 
then  my  boys,  shift  her  on  to  the  taMe 
P^nt  towards  the  window.  That's  it.  Sbw' 
Horatio,  throw  the  window  wide  open  2: 
on  rour  hat.  and  we'll  be  at  PaTdTn'Z 
before  you  can  wink."  "uington 

Slygne  looked  from  Barcourt  to  the 
BelleropAon  with  an  expression  of  dismal 
apprehension,  but  the  man  of  science  Z^l 
tbB  time  busy  with  his  machine.     He  bad 


ii 
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lodged  the  nose  out  over  the  window  sill,  i 
was  now  screwing  two  circular  electric 
wheels  to  the  bottom  of  the  machine.  N< 
he  proceeded  to  screw  a  set  of  similar  ap] 
ances  along  either  side  and  at  the  stern  of 
mysterious  structure,  and  then,  with  one  ti 
of  a  handle,  the  whole  were  set  buzzi 
frantically.  The  room  was  filled  with  a  min 
ture  whirlwind  which  sent  the  door  to  witl 
slam  and  made  Barcourt  smile  with  pleasu 

"  Now,"  he  said,  "  in  you  get,  and  we  w 
be  at  Paddington  in  ten  minutes." 

"Or  somewhere  else,"  "muttered  Slygi 
But  Barcourt  did  not  hear  the  remark ; 
had  already  put  on  his  hat.  and  was  climbL 
into  the  stern  of  his  carriage. 

Slygne,  grey  with  anxiety  and  Tear,  slow 
began  to  follow  his  friend's  example.  Wh( 
they  were  both  seated  Barcourt  addressed  tJ 
servants. 

**Push  us  out  of  the  window  as  hard  ; 
ever  you  can ! "  he  said,  and  turned  his  fa 
to  the  daylight. 

The  three  men  laid  their  hands  upon  tl 
stern,  and,  with  one  long  shove,  sent  the: 
master,  Barcourt  and  the  Bellerophon  slidin 
into  space. 


THE  PLUCK  OF  A  FmANCIER     335 
The   financier    could    never    recall    ycrv 
d.Bt, nctly  what  followed  that  fateful  p^Ih^ 
He  was  conscious  of  a  hum  like  f«,»nf         • 

machines  which  c^j'^^oi'^C' :^::::^ 

2-  net";  u7r  "'.'7  -"""^  ~ 
caxer,  wmjst  the   wind   on   his  damn 

swore  softly  but  with  expression. 

Ihen  m  the  tenth  of  a  second,  the  head  of 

rr  ^      M      "  """""'"•  """J  »'«fo«  them 

^ifreis"  Lr^r*- ""'  «'^«- 

fKof  *k  ,'        ®^  *  Sickening  conviction 

th^^they  would  be  impaled  upof  the  ralSj 

whole  a£rw«  ?o'sir  "'r''""-     ^''^ 
dream      T^  ^r  ^^'"'  '"''*  "  """holy 

aream     To  the  great  man  it  seemed  hours 

at  wh?«r    T  "'''''"«  *'''°"«''  'h«  open 
Thml  tL"     *"''"*^.   *'"'"''  '«»  thousand 

"Not    bad     trarelling,    eh?"    remarked 
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Barcourt,  as  he  twiddled  first  one  handle  ai 
then  another  one.  "  We  had  an  awkwa 
drop  at  starting  because  your  window  was  n 
high  enough.  But  I  am  glad  we  went  fro 
that  room,  since  I  particularly  wanted  to  pro^ 
that  I  could  start  the  Bellerophon  from 
second  storey.  It  is  the  only  machine  on  t) 
market  which  will  successfully  start  fro 
such  a  low  height.  Why,  poor  Farjen  kill< 
himself  trying  to  start  from  the  same  altitud 
Do  you  not  think  that  there  are  thousands  . 
pounds  in  this  discovery  ?  " 

"Ye-es,  I  should  thi-ink  so,"  answere 
Slygne,  jerkily. 

"Are  you  chippy  ? "  inquired  Barcourt,  sti 
aggressively  cheerful.  ''Never  mind,  ^ 
shall  soon  be  there,  and  now  that  you  ha^ 
proved  the  efficiency  of  my  air-motor,  yo 
will  be  able  to  make  a  second  Lost  Continer. 
Company  out  of  the  business,  won't  you  ? " 

"Anything  you  like,"  gasped  Slygm 
"  Are  we  nearly  there  ? " 

"One  minute  more,"  responded  Barcourj 
"  There,  do  you  see  the  red  coats  of  the  soldier 
who  are  posted  outside  J^ie  station  ?  Now  w 
will  begin  the  descent.  A  swerve  for  thi 
hotel  and  straight  down  beside  the  departur 


s. 
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platform.    Soho!    How    ,)«    „       *   , 
man?"  ^^    y®"    *««'.    oW 

fl,r^  '"""Jyao  quick  a.  possible,"  woaned 

It  was  a  churlish  fate  which  decreed  'that 
Slygne  should  feel  so  unwell  during  his  i^ey 
from  London  that  afternoon,  for  unon  T„T 
ordinary  day  of  his  lif.   k  .j    ^     '"^ 

failed    ■;„       •         J  ''*  """'•J  not  have 

Son  T'Z  ""^  «'««'««nar7  demon- 
atrations  of  welcome  that  awaited  him  at 
every  station  upon  the  main  line  between 
I^ndon  and  Bristol.  But  since  his  aerW 
progress  from  Park  Lane  to  PaddfnX  1 
1  TT^'  ^'  ^'y8»e's  feelings  had  be  n 
«.ns.derably  upset,  and  now  the  very  move 

cneenng  of  his   admirers,  only   serv«J    t^ 
.-crease  his  nausea.    This  ^tate  of    Ew  ^ 

BristoHor^h     T^r  "^°  '■"  "-^^  « 
Bnstol,  for  here  the  Lord  Mayor,  city  alder- 

a^'So      ""ir*  '""^"^  »-»feeturer^. 
and  Clifton  gentlemen,  together  with  lar« 

crowds  of  the  soapless,  had^assembleTbS^: 

^cerr;'  '"'  ^""5'"  ^"'"'^  Station  " 
receive  the  financier,  and  conduct  him  to  s 
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great  feast  which  had  been  got  up  entirely  i 

his    honour.     There    are    few    things    mor 

irritating  to  the  human  mind  and  upsetting 

to  the  human  temper  than  a  derangement  o 

the  inner  man,  exemplified  by  a  very  yellov 

countenance,  upon  an  occasion  when,  of  al 

others,  one  should  be  looking  one's  very  best 

Such,  however,  was  Slygne's  present  case,  anc 

how  he  ever  lived  through  that  afternoonV 

festivity  he  could  never  afterwards  imagine. 

The    rich    turtle    soup  choked  him;    the 

wines  he  could  not  drink,  not  even  Harvey'e 

Bristol  Milk;  at  the   fumes   of  the    city's 

choicest  cigars  his  soul  melted  in  his  mouth, 

and  his  head  swam  as  the  time  for  speeches 

drew  nearer.     A  Bristol  paper,  commenting 

upon   the  scene  afterwards,   remarked    that 

*'the  financier  appeared  quite  overcome  by 

the  welcome  afforded  him,"  which  certainly 

described  Mr  Slygne's  feelings  during  that 

banquet,  although  the  origin  thereof  was  not 

his  welcome.     And  when  at  last  the  company 

rose,  and  with  jovial  gait  sought  the  outer 

air,  none  was  more  relieved  than  the  guest  of 

the  afternoon.     Such  is  Fate's  irony ! 

They  saw   him   to   his  yacht  with   royal 
ceremony,  cheering  him  till  their  voices  failed 


THE  PLUCK  OF  A  FINANCIER     33^ 

thiltTr"^ '"•'-•  «"V' he  said,  and 

It  may  have  been  five  minutes  n,  ,> 
have  been  five  houre  lator  ZT  .1  ^  ""^ 
t»P  upon  his  cab."  t;  tlr"""'" 
-Pset  to  calculate  time  but  h.  ,  ""^  '°° 
»."  chiefly  because  T;  felt  i/rilK."''"""' 
wanted  to  swear  at  someonf        '""'    ""'' 

And  at  that  two  persons  entered  th,  -  k- 
«nd  stood  side  by  side  before  ht  """■• 

Ihe  unhappy  financier  turned   anH  fh. 

xclaS-  ^"7  *^""Sb    widenV^eyes^Tu 
excWfon  of  amazement  escaped  frC  h" 

ofL^'iSfitctr^^jfr^*''-'^^ 
Providence,  does 'this  minV"it"T°^ 
how  dare  you.  how  dare  you  I  sav  h^M  .f"' 
young  cub  by  the  hand  ?  "  ^'  '"'"^  """' 

"  Because,  father  "   Mi*o«.  qi 

J^^.  but  Very  '^m^^^Z' uTZt 
Thawne  is  now  my  husband."  '"^ 
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There  can  be  few  spectacles  more  pitiful  to 
the  really  thoughtful  being  than  any  form  of 
undue  excitement  on  the  part  of  his  fellow- 
creatures.  One  of  the  primary  objects  of 
education  is  the  attainment  of  a  capacity  for 
self-control,  and  yet  it  is  an  object  very 
seldom  realised,  for  persons  of  the  most 
elaborate  upbringing  are  constantly  in  the 
habit  of  losing  all  pretensions  to  this 
characteristic.  Moreover,  the  further  civilisa- 
tion advances  the  more  obvious  does  it 
become  that  there  are  few — ^very  few — things 
in  the  world  over  which  it  is  worth  while 
troubling  one's  head,  in  spite  of  which  simple 
truth  you  may  observe,  upon  any  day  of  the 
week,  elderly  and  responsible  people  well-nigh 
tearing  their  hair  with  passion,  disappoint- 
ment, or  impatience. 

When  the  news  reached  England  that  there 
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was  in  reality,  no  such  thing  existent  as  a 
partwlly  recovered  Lost  Continent,  and  that 
Pentique  had  disappeared  from  the  scene  of 
hw  supposed  triumph,  the  British  public  went 
mad  Its  conduct  was  governed  neither  by 
the  laws  of  culture,  civilisation,  nor  those  of 
common  decency.  It  forgot  itself  in  a 
complete  and  very  regrettable  manner. 

wreck  the  Lost  Continent  offices.  smashinK 
every  b.t  of  furniture  which  the^  could  lay 

S  T'  "k  '^"""^'^  •""Itreating  such  of 
the  staff  as  they  were  able  to  intercept.  Gild- 
over,  thanks  to  his  laudable  habit  of  coming 
down  to  busmesa  rather  late  in  the  morninc 

several  office  boys  and  a  few  junior  clerks 
were  taken  off  to  the  nearest  infirmary  before 

tllS  .""or"*^-"  puBfshment  of 
Slygnesmmions  that  must  have  given  great 
«t«  achon  to  the  crowd,  since  JMt  retribu- 

appreciated. 

Everything  in  Mr  Slygne's  private  room 
was,  of  course,  demolished,  amongst  the 
papers  bemg  all  the  old  transfers  %f  the 
Company  s  shares.     Some  persons  regretted 
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this  destruction,  on  the  ground  that  the  lost 
transfers  would  have  made  interesting  readinnr 
to  anyone  of  a  cynical  turn  of  mind,  but  the 
man  in  the  street  thought  that  the  crowd 
were  well  within  their  rights  when  they 
burned  such  nefarious  documents.  When  the 
Old  Broad  Street  oflfices  were  completely 
broken  in  pieces,  the  raiders  naturally  turned 
their  attention  to  those  of  the  Wild  West  Oil 
Corporation,  Limited.  Here  they  were 
baulked,  however,  since  the  police,  being  now 
fully  awake  to  rhe  public  danger,  had  formed 
up  in  rank  before  the  coveted  entrance.  The 
office  was  thus  saved  at  the  cost  of  a  most 
satisfying  combat  between  the  enraged 
citizens  and  the  guardians  of  public  order. 
This  worked  off  a  lot  of  superfluous  energy, 
and  did  comparatively  little  damage. 

Meanwhile,  the  west  of  London,  not  to  be 
outdone  by  their  eastern  brethren,  repaired  en 
masse  to  Park  Lane,  and  there  dealt  with  Mr 
Slygne's  private  residence  in  a  fashion  similar 
to  that  ruling  the  arrangements  at  Old  Broad 
Street.  But  Mr  Slygne,  with  his  customary 
foresight,  had  evidently  thought  of  this  con- 
tingency, for  the  rioters  found  absolutely 
nothing  of  any  value  in  his  mansion,  and  had 
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to  content  themselves  with  wrenching  doors 
oB  their  hmges,  battering  the  walk  with 
polcere,  and  other  noisy  amusements  of  a 
boyish  character.  When  these  pastimes 
became  tedious,  they  formed  up  in  procession 
and  marched  eastward. 

Curiously  enough,  at  about  the  same  time 
the  eastern  forces  took  it  into  their  heads  to 
start  west,  and  so  the  two  bodies  came  into 
contact  with  one  another  at  Ludgate  Circus. 
It  IS  possible  that  their  meeting  would  have 
been  friendly  m  character,  had  not  the  day  been 
so  cold ;  but  smce  it  was  freezing,  and  everyone 
felt  benumbed,  human  nature  demanded  that 
they  should  have  a  fight,  which  they  accord- 
ingly did.     The  easterners,  however,  having 
lost  the  flower  of  their  fighting  strength  out 
side  the    WM    We.,,  offices,   were  °on   thL 
occasion  badly   worsted,  being   driven,   with 
great  bloodshed,  back  to  St  Paul's  Church- 
yard, where  the  final  stages  of  this  interesting 
conflict    were  definitely   brought  to   a   con 
elusion.     The  whole  afiair  was  a  perfect  god- 
send to  Fleet  Street,  as   "copy"  had  been 
rather  scarce  for  some  time  past. 

Such  scenes  as  those  just  recorded,  though 
interesting  enough  from  a  top  window,  can 
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hardly  be  pardoned  from  a  financial  stand- 
point, since  anyone  possessing  an  elementary 
knowledge  of  the  Money  Market  must  also 
know  that  riots  are  the  very  worst  things  for 
the  prices  of  any  share  in  which  he  may  be 
interested.  So,  in  the  present  case,  there  can 
be  no  doubt  but  that  if  the  public  had  allowed 
Mr  Slygne  to  stay  in  England,  he  would  have 
been  able  to  arrange  matters  quite  satis- 
factorily. Slygne  knew  that  to  remain  would 
be  dangerous,  so  he  left,  and  Missing  Links 
fell  to  3s.  in  three  days.  Slygne  was  the 
misunderstood  martyr  of  a  widespread  ignor- 
ance. The  public  drove  him  away,  ignoring 
the  fact  that  in  order  to  keep  a  share  at  a 
good  price  it  is  quite  unnecessary  to  trouble 
about  the  Company  which  that  share  repre- 
sents. The  public  refused  to  keep  Missing 
Links  at  the  price  which  they  should  have 
realised,  and  a  panic  ensued.  It  was  a  striking 
example  of  pig-headed  ignorance  !  and  shows 
the  need  of  a  more  widespread  education  in 
the  principles  of  Business. 
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from  the  false  ghtter  of  the  Money  Market, 
where  h»  exploits  of  three  years  back 
were  already  forgotten,  untroubled  by  the 
thousand  whispers  of  spiteful  tongue^  Mr 
Horat.0  Slygne  reclined  in  a  deck-chair! 

The   chcfang  fans  of  a   great  palm   tree 
moved  above  his  head  and^ooed^^  the    oft 

o!^Sn*    L\  °""**'''  "'■''«  """cocting  a 
oocktaU  with  the  same  skill  which  he  had 

m  former  and  forgotten  days,  compiled  a 
prospectuft  ^ 

Mr  Slygne,  who  looked  much  younger  than 

t^  °"1  *^"^  y*^  "g"'  ^^  <Ae  long 
bubbhng  glass  from  the  salver.  Blaber 
bowed  and  retired. 

How  pleasant  it  was  to  sit  thus  on  the 
verandah  of  the  luxurious  bungalow,  caring 
no  longer  about  closing  prices,  recking 
nothing  of  bull  and  bear  alike.  ^ 
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Hark!  a  shot,  high  up  on  the  mountain 
side !  Slygne  smiled  happily.  There  would 
be  a  salmi  of  game  to-night,  Percy  was 
shooting. 

The  ex-financier  reflected  on  his  happiness 
with  a  drowsy  smile.  The  tempests  of  life 
had  at  least  driven  his  barque  into  a  peaceful 
haven.  In  this  change  lay  wisdom,  in  this 
peace  was  content.  Here  no  echo  from 
Europe  penetrated  the  free  and  joyous  life  of 
the  tropic. 

Here,  where  the  strange  bird-calls  mingled 
with  the  murmurs  of  the  nymph-haunted 
Caribbean,  Horatio  Slygne  sought  rest  not  in 
vain.  The  battle  was  over,  the  warrior's  firm 
hand  relaxed  its  muscles  in  repose.  He  slept 
sweetly. 

The  scented  hours  glided  away.  The 
bungalow's  whitened  walls  no  longer  dazzled 
with  the  reflection  of  that  midday  splendour, 
and  creatures  of  the  noon  awoke  from  their 
sun  baths.  A  fat  lizard,  rousing  himself  from 
rest,  waddled  oflf  into  the  shelter  of  a  thick- 
leafed  shrub,  whilst  a  seagull,  hovering  for  a 
moment  right  overhead,  shrieked  his  farewell 
to  the  departing  day,  then,  pitching  down 
some  twenty  feet,  shot  out  again  to  seaward. 
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hr^l  T  ""^  'u'''''"^'  ""'''''«•  ""<!  «  cool 
.r  W^r  '"!  "'«'"  '"'""«'»  ■"  the 

animal    kmgdoa,    and    man,    setting    the 
example,    rentured  softly  forth 

a  boJif "''  T*?"  ^*'  •'*'"  ''"^'"S  ^°'  hours  with 
lltl.       ",    u  ^'"'■'''  '""'''''  himself  little  by 
.little,    and    began    to    read    idly.     He   had 
opened   the  page  at  random,  but  the  words 
which  caught  his  eye  touched  him  like  the 
flow  of  some  cool   ointment  poured  over  a 
traveller's  bleeding  feet  by  a  loved  hand  in 
summer.       His    features    relaxed    into    an 
expression    of    unspeakable    content    as    he 
^»d  ^he    immortal   lines  of   his    favourite 

"  Indeed  the  Idols  I  have  loved  so  long 
Have  done  my  credit  in  this  World  mach  wrong  • 
Have  drowned  n.y  Glory  in  a  shallow  Cap 
And  sold  my  Bepntation  (or  a  song.  » 

He  closed  the  book  and  smiled  sweetly,  as 
had  been  his  wont  in  the  days  gone  by  when 
driving  a  particularly  advantageous  bargain  • 
It  was  a  magnanimous,  forgiving  smile,  the' 
smile  of  a  philosopher,   and   it   beeame   his 
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featares  well.  Its  inflaenoe  had  scarcely  died 
away  when  a  small  voice  broke  in  upon  his 
re^    He. 

i4iandaddy,    mavrer    says    turn    in    to 
supper,  daddy's  turn  back." 
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